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THBEE OATAUEBS. 

*N an evening of October, in the year 1748, th» 
slopes of the Blue Eidge at Ashb/s Gap were all 
ablaze with the red light of the sinking sun. 
At this honr of hours, in the month of months, 
two horsemen coming from the east, ascended the steep 
road above the present village of Paris, and ere long reached 
the sammit of the mountain. 

"What they saw before them, looting westward from that 
point, was worthy of attention from the most indifferent. 
Through the foliage-embowered walls of the mountain passt- 
the eye embraced a wondrous spectacle. 

Southward, the ramparts of the great Blue Bidge rolled 
away like waves of the ocean, disappearing in a delicate 
mist. Beyond the Shenandoah stretched a limitless prairie, 
■tarred with brilliant flowers, which the fall winds gently 
agitated, making the expanse resemble a vast lake, whose 
waves were of every color of the rainbow. In the dim dis- 
tance, on the far horizon, rose the azure battlements of the 
Qreat North Mountain : and in front, the Massinnttoto 
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■oaz«d aloft—its i }ge blue outline standing out, dear ei^ 
against the crimson curtain r* the sunset. 

Never did artist, in his dreams of supernal glory, imagiiw 
anything more lovely than this landscape. The richest col- 
ore seemed exhausted to make up the picture. Forest and 
prairie, river and mountain, shono in blue and gold and 
orimsen : — ^the rosy mist of autumn drooped above the land- 
scape Kke a dream : — ^the enchanting VaUey of the Shenan- 
doah lay before the eyes of the travellers like some land oi 
Fa6ry or bright realm of Arcady. 

One was young, the other had reached middle age. Ijet 
ns draw their outlines with a few strokes of the pen. The 
first was a boy of sixteen : tall, straight, and full of life. 
His hair was brown and curhng, his complexion ruddy, his 
lips smiling. He wore a jaunty little cocked hat; elegant 
top boots ; kneebreeches of buckskin ; a broadskirted coat, 
and white ruffles ; in his hand he carried a smaJl rifle, and 
behind his saddle were strapped the instruments of a sur- 
veyor. The laughing boy rode a handsome little sorrel, and 
his smile, his carriage, his gestures, aU indicated youth and 
joy and hope. 

His companion was no longer young, and a grim smile lit 
np the bold features, vividly contrasting with the enthusiasm 
of the boy. The worthy was tall of stature, huge of limb, a 
gigantic war machine, armed to the teeth and ready for com- 
bat. Under the drooping hat flashed a pair of dark eyes be- 
neath shaggy brows; the sarcastic Ups were hidden by a hea- 
vy black moustache which swept down into the huge beard ; 
and behind this moustache shone a row of sharp white teeth 
which resembled those of a bear rather than a man. His 
dress was rough, travel-fltained, and chiefly of leather ; from 
his well-worn belt depended an enormous broadsword, which 
clattered against his heavy boots — and the warhlfe person- 
age bestrode a charger, mighty of limb, and as rough and 
aowerfnl in appearance as himself, 

The two figures remained for a moment stationary, gazing 
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ftt the landscape ; then the elder touclied his horse, and 
moved on. 

" Come, my young friend," he said, in a species of growl, 
" the sun's getting low yonder, and we had better push on 
and cross the Shenandoah before dark." 

" Yes, yes. Captain," returned the boy, " but I could look 
ftt this scene forever — see the beautiful colors of the leavea, 
and hear the wind in the pines !' 

He who had been thus addressed, smiled grimly. 

" Listen to him !" he growled : " sentiment in the back- 
wood, i'faith ! Keep it for the ladies, Master George 1 — ^it's 
thrown away on Captain Julius Wagner, otherwise called 
Captain Bloody Longknife, or the Devil take me I" 

" Pshaw, Captain !" laughed the boy, " that is all affecta- 
tion. Tou are known to be romantic — to be a favorite with 
the ladies ! As well deny that you are the prince of fron- 
tier-fighters." 

A grim snule curled the huge moustache, and with his fin* 
ger the worthy pushed up that appendage until it stood oat 
almost horizontal 

"My young friend," was the sarcastic reply, "you are flat- 
tering. I reply to your pleasing observation by saying that 
my fortune, both as an admirer of the fair sex, and a defend- 
er of the border, has been truly disgusting — ^more especially 
the latter. Glorious ! the life of a soldier ! Humph ! to 
wear your life out fighting, and then die, some day, in an 
nnremembered skirmish ! — to have an end put to you by a 
itray bullet from the rifle of a rascally Injun ; — to be hud- 
dled into a hole to everybody's satisfaction, who will get pro- 
motion by your death I — ^there's fame, there's glory, there's 
good fortune I" 

And the Captain's Up curled elaborately. 

" But you have done your duty 1" said the ardent boy; 
" that at least remains. And are you not Captain Wagner 
Jie Valiant?" 

" Oh yes I Captain Wagner the YaUan t, without a oloM 
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■hirt I Captain Wagner the Valiant, m leather bteecheB t 
Captain Wagner the Valiant, ia an old seedy buff coat, ana 
boots -with holes, and rusty old spurs, that jingle, by my 
faith, Kke the armor of Mars, that Egyptian hero I hava 
heard of I Tes, that's all Captain Wagner is fit for — seedy 
ooat, boots ia holes, rusty spurs, and fighting Injuns I 
Worse even than that I I am becoming a mere courier, a 
travelling horse, a miserable hack — I would be a dandy 1" 

" A dandy I" laughed George. 

" Tes, young one, a dandy, like what I have seen yonder at 
Belhaven, i'faith I A nicely curled fop, with silk gloves, a jew- 
aUed snuff-box, and a sweet little simper in my voice — then 
['d please the fair sex. Oh that Wagner was a dandy — 
Wagner the savage ! Oh that the shaggy old bear, with his 
growling voice, and long sharp teeth, could be changed into 
a kitten, sleek and glossy, to gently pur-r-r-r-r 1 — and be 
taken up into the female lap, and smoothed down the back, 
and made a pet of I" 

Gteorge replied with a laugh much gayer than before. 

" I really beheve you have had bad luck lately. Captain ! 
Is it possible that " 

" AH things are possible in this miserable world, my young 
friend ; but I decline any statement upon this. interesting 
topic." 

" Oh, now I remember I I heard that the handsome Mrs. 
Butterton " 

" Don't call names, George, my friend, and let us changa 
the subject. I am getting hungry, or the Devil take me ; 
and yonder I see the Shenandoah between us and supper. 
The water's up and booming or I'll eat my head !" 

And pushing on they approached the river, whicb roared 
on angrily beneath the huge white-armed syi^amores, grow- 
ing on the steep bank, and extending their boughs abore 
the current. 

All at once, as George and his companion reached the 
bank, their attention was attracted by a white object in tha 
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middle of the stream, which the fading light illvimuied — find 
this object was seen to be the head of a horse, above which 
rose a pair of shoulders, and a hat decorated with a black 
feather. 

"A good s-^vimmer," muttered Wagner; "who the devil 
can he be ? — ^but well soon see. Come, Injun-hater, take to 
water!" 

And spurring his black charger into the angry current, 
Captain "Wagner began to swim with the phlegm of an oW 
traveller — Gleorge following in his wake upon his little sorreL 
The snorting animals ploughed their way through the 
rapid current ; placed their feet upon the opposite bank ; 
and with vigorous bounds reached dry land again. The 
rider of the white horse had already emerged from the 
stream, and was awaiting them. 

He was a young man of twenty-three or four, erect, slen- 
der, and what is called " aristocratic " in face, bearing, and 
expression. The frank and smiling countenance was lit up 
by a species of joyous pride — that sunshine beaming in the 
sky of youth — and it was plain from the young man's 
dress, as from the carriage of his person, that he belonged 
to the class then known as " the Gentry." His brown coat 
was lieavily embroidered ; his delicate ruffles as white as 
snow, and his fair top' boots, defining the small and slender 
feet, cf the finest leather. At his side, he wore a handsome 
Bword in a black leather belt ; behind the saddle was his 
valise, of the same material, and his hands were cased in 
yeUow gauntlets, reaching nearly to the elbow. One of 
those } lands now reined in, with careless grace, the spirited 
thoroughbred, dripping from the stream; with the other he 
made a salute full of friendly courtesy to Captain Wagner 
ftnd George. 

" Give you good day, gentlemen," he said, in a clear and 
■onorous voice. "As we are travelling in the same direction, 
perhaps you can direct me on my way. Where are we at 
Qaa moiaeiat?" 
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" rn tell you in a few words, my friend," returned Wag- 
ner. " Tou are now in the Great Valley of Virginia, other- 
wise, the Shenandoah Valley, not a long way from that 
assemblage of huts called Winchester; what is better, con- 
sidering supper, you are near Greenway Court, the residence 
of Thomas Lord Fairfax, baron of Cameron, and so forth 
and so forth — a friend of mine, who will not let you go fur 
ther to-night, comrade." 

" Good ! I came to see his lordship." 

" Well, you have only to follow us. My name is Wagner, 
and my young friend is called Mr. George." 

The stranger saluted with a motion full of grace and 
frankness. 

" Tou are by no means a stranger to me, Captain," he 
replied, " and I am truly glad to make your acquaintance — 
also yours, Mr. George. My own name is Falconbridge — 
very much at your service.'' 

" Good, good 1" said the Captain, twirUng his moustache. 
" I like these Httle complimentary speeches : th*y sweeten 
this miserable Ufe! Well, comrade — and observe, I must 
decidedly have taken a fancy to you, as I call you ' com- 
rade' aU the time — a few mUes from here is the white 
post his lordship has stuck up to direct travellers to Green- 
way. I never see that post but the long arms seem to 
stretch out toward me, and a voice says, ' Come on, Wag- 
ner, supper is smoking !' " 

With these words, the worthy put spur to his horse, and 
set forward, his companions following and conversing. In 
fifteen minutes, George had completely fallen in love with 
the young man, whose smiles and accents, full of Training 
Bimplicity, won his heart. From that moment to the end of 
the drama, these two hearts were to beat in unison. 

Captain Wagner was meanwhile pushing on, thi-ough the 
tall grass of the prairie, over which stretched a narrow 
road, his mind absorbed in deep reflection on the subject 
ji supper. The last rays of sunset streaming over the great. 
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ftowerj expanse, failed to attract his attention ; he mored 
on steadily ; then a grunt was heard from the worthy, and 
hifi finger pointed to a white post, glimmering in the twi 
light. 

From this, a good road led to Greenway Court, scarce a 
mile away. They followed the road; a clump of oaks rose 
all at once before them, and a long, low mansion, in front ol 
whioL some locusts gl■e\^. The travellers had iraachad 
$iree&irwr Coart» the residence of Tiord Waixfatx- 
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n. 

GBEENWAY OOUBT. 

JEEENWAT COURT was a long, Bcone bnUdiuft 
with an extensive portico, and the roof was over- 
shadowed by the boughs of lofty locust trees. 
At each end rose a slender chimney ; between, 
upon the summit of the roof, were seen two belfries ; be- 
neath, three or four dormer windows were brushed by th« 
October foliage. 

At fifty paces from the mansion, and connected with it bj 
a winding path, across the sward, a low stone cabin nestled 
under a great tree — and here Lord Fairfax, sitting in state, 
with his court of deer-hounds, had delivered the litle deeds 
of nearly all that portion of Virginia. 

The grounds of the mansion were encircled by a rude 
fence, and to this fence Captain "Wagner proceeded to 
attach his horse, in which he was imitated by his com- 
panions. 

They were not, however, the first comers. Near at hand 
were seen two animals, tethered in the same manner; one, a 
plain, substantial cob ; the other a slender-legged filly, cov- 
ered with a cloth, which evidently concealed a woman's 
saddle. 

Captain Wagner gazed intently for an instant, at the rwo 
animals, which seemed famiUar to him; pulled his moustache 
apward with his finger, nodded confidentially, and then went 
with long strides toward the house, his companions following. 

The main room, which the Borderer now entered, was 
pecTiliar. It was an apartment hung around with guns, 
blnnderbuses, antlers, portraits, fishing nets, and long 
kapering rods. The walls were rough and rudely plaisheired 
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~-the famiture oaken, with the exception of two ut three 
high-backed, carven chairs of mahogany, then very rare ; 
and on some shelves in one corner, near a buffet of oak, a 
ntunber of old volumes in brown leather binding were visi- 
ble, much worn and soiled. Among these was a fine ezn« 
bossed copy of the " Spectator," lately printed in London, 
to which the owner of the mansion had contribiited some 
papers, written perhaps in the study of his friend, Joseph 
Addison. 

It will thus be seen that the apartment was a striking 
exhibition of the commingling of two things — refinement, 
and rudeness , of two types, the court and the baokwooda 
This characteristic was further apparent in the jumble of sil- 
ver plate, and cheap gaily-colored crockery on the buffet: and 
finaJly, the muzzle of a rifle standing in the comer had 
forced itself between the leaves of one of those volumes in 
which serene Mr. Addison discussed the last refinements ol 
the luxurious society of England. 

This was the apartment which the travellers entered — ^to 
whose broad fire-place, with its crackling sticks, they drew 
near. 

Lord Fairfax was not visible, but two other personages 
were seated before the fire, illuminated by the last beanu of 
Bunset streaming through the western window. The first 
was a gentleman past middle age, plainly clad, and with 
nothing striking in his appearance. The other personage, a 
young girl, whose figure was eminently noticeable. She was 
apparently about twenty, with dark hair, dark eyes and radi- 
ant complexion. Her bare arms, from which she had tl jown 
the sleeves of her riding cloak, were models of symiietry, 
and her figure was extremely graceful She was clad richly 
for the border, and wore many rings upon her tapering fin- 
gers, but no one for a moment gave a thought to h<»T cos- 
tume. The remarkable face attracted all eyes. It was a 
singular face— the eyes dark and Uquid, fuU of softnens sknd 
fire; the lips red and moist, and adapted to expr<^* »ll 
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emotkms; the brow lofty and snow white; the poise and oar 
riage of the head, and eqnallyof the person, fasdnating. Thia 
was the appearance of the young woman whom the atrangei 
gazed at with surprise and admiration. 

Captain Wagner greeted the occnpants of the apartment 
with the air of an old acquaintance, acquitting himself of the 
task of introduction with much easy unconcern, except that 
a keen observer might have imagined from the rudefrontiera- 
man's manner that the lady was no favorite with him. 

This, however, was not seen by George or Falconbridge; 
at least they did not bow the less low, or smile the lesa 
courteously. 

" See," said the Captain, stroking his beard and smiling 
amiably, " see what pleasant people we meet at the end of 
our journey, instead of my Lord Fairfax, who, I don't mind 
saying, is sometimes, nevertheless, an agreeable companion. 
Faith I I know my good luck, friend Argal, and would 
rather be here than out yonder in the backwoods with some 
Burly rascal, who crouches over a wet fire and grudges you 
your seat on the log, and your part of the blanket I And 
then the smoke !" continued the Borderer, bending over the 
bla^e. and snuffing up the clouds of white smoke; "&ithl 
it reminds me of my childhood — our chimney smoked 1" 

George smiled and sat down opposite the soldier; the 
stranger had already taken his seat near the young lady, and 
had entered into conversation with her. 

"Well, friend ArgaJ," said the Captain to the gentlemaa 
who held in his hand a package of papers which he had 
been examining, "what news on the border? Any lajnns, 
eh?" 

"Yes, Captain," said Mr. Argal, coi^ecusly, " reports are 
life about them." 

"Reports?" 

" They say that there ia imminent ctangBr ol an ioioad 
soon." 

"Humph l" replied the Borderer, — " ' they aaj is a gz«*t 
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Sar, I need not tell you, sir. But let us not frighten th« 
6dr Bex. I hope Miss Bertha is well?" 

And the soldier, with a movement in which a close 
observer might have descried a singular coldness, turned to 
the young girL 

She simply inclined her head, and went on convaraing 
with the stranger; toward Viitti her air was very different 
It was full of a winning grace, a fascinating favor. 

The Borderer did not seem to notice all this, but a vagne 
sound from his stalwart chest indicated some concealed 
sentiment. This, however, he suppressed in a moment, and 
tTunmg to Mr. Argal, he said : 

"I don't see my Lord Fairfax. Where is he, my dear 
friend?" 

" He is gone a-'unting, sir," said a grave and respeotftil 
voice behind the soldier, " a-'tmting, it you please, sir." 

"Ah ! here's old John !" cried the Borderer ; "glad to see 
you, EQv friend. Faith, give me your hand !" 

And the Captain cordially pressed the hand of the old 
servant. Old John was Lord Fairfax's body servant, and 
Wore his master's livery with the exception of the coat, 
which was one of the earl's — ^heavily laced and ornamented. 

He took the offered hand of the soldier -with deep respect, 
and then drew back quietly, overwhelmed with the honor. 

"He's gone a-hunting has he — the good earl ! eh? Well, 
when will he return, John?" 

" T rayther expect him to-night, sir," said John. 

"Good ! — then you are not certain?" 

"No, sir; very often he is gone a day or two, sir." 

And John stood respectfully awaiting further questions. 

"Did he expect me to-day?" 

" I think rayther, sir." 

" Very well, get me supper and beds for my friends." 

Old John was in his element again; his master's hospital* 
ity was put in requisition. 

"TyxecHj, sir — ^yes, sir," he said, going toward the side' 
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board. "Plenty o' beds, sir, for yo^; and your honor^ 
friends — d'rectly, sir I" 

But Mr. Argal stopped ^^^m as he was going out. 

"Bring up our horses first, John," he said, "I have waited 
as long as possible to see his lordship. It is already night 
Bertha." 

Bertha placed one hand upon her breast, and uttered a 
little cough. 

"Tes, sir," she said, "I wish we had gone sooner. I am 
afraid" 

And the yoTing girl was interrupted by a violent fit of 
coughing. 

"What! you have a very bad attack of cold," said her 
father. " I did not observe it before." 

"Yes, sir," returned the young girl, placing her hand 
upon her throat, and contracting her beautiful brows, as 
though she were suffering pain; " yes, sir, I have felt it com- 
ing on aU day, but managed to suppress it until now. It 
pains me very much:" here she paused to cough again; 
" but if you desire it, I will " 

A more violent fit here seized the young lady, and she 
oooghed until she was completely exhausted, leaning bacb 
in her chair for suppori 

Mr. Argal looked very much annoyed. 

"Permit me to say, sir," said Falconbridge, " that expos- 
nre to the night air will aggravate Miss Argal's indisposition. 
If possible she should remain here until " 

Another fit of coughing. 

" But T cannot — ^it will be extremely inconvenient: bwddes 
the house here is limited in size, and " — 

«' Don't fear, your honor," here interposed old John, who 
had entered with a hissing urn and a pile of platea the mo- 
ment before. "Don't fear, sir; plenty of room, sir. We 
nave two spare chambers, and several beds in them, sir ' mj 
master would never hear of your going, sir." 

Me. Argal hesitated, evidently annoyed. 
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"6«tting very cold, sir," added the hospitable John, r»- 
Bpeotfnlly, " and if it's not presumia', sir, the young ladj, 
sir, is " 

Here the yonng lady conghed distressingly. 

" m go if yon ■wish, father," she said, in an artlfiss, tin- 
complaining voice; "but my breast feels very badly. I 
don't suppose it ■will make me very sick — ^if yon want to go, 
sir" 

" Well, ■well, daughter, we mil remain," said the old gen- 
tleman. " If yon are reaUy unwell, all the business in the 
world shall not maie me you take you out. See to cor 
horses, John," he added, " and as you say there are cham- 
bers, make one of the women prepare a bed for my 
daughter." 

"Yes, sir — d'rectly, sir." 

And old John, having set the table ■with the «ase of a 
practiced hand, hurried out, and was heard gi^ving orders in 
a magisterial tone to the negroes of the establishment. 

Captain Wagner remained silent, gazing into the fire; his 
huge shoulders bending forward, as was habitual with him, 
and his sword striking heavily from time to time againsi 
the floor as he moved. 

George was looking over a map of the region, which ha 
had taken from the shelves; Falconbridge and Miss Algal 
had resumed their conversation. 

The young lady's cough had disappeared. 

Then old John entered, marshalling in a smoking supper, 
borne by youthful Africans; and the savory odor seemed to 
diffuse an emotion of pleasing satnafaction through the 
mind of Captain Wagner. 

They all supped comfortably, and the Borderer ■was still 
eating when they had finished. 

"Faith, I'm always hungry I" he said ; " more bee^ friend 
John." 

" Yes, air— d'rectly, sir.'' 

Ind old John carved rapidly. 
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" More e-verytihing !" said the OaptaiD. Ire jxuA 
meuced, or the deyil take it." 

More of eTerything was supplied, and at last the soldiei 
rose, stretching himself and yawning. 

"Nearly bed-time, I think 1" he said. "Come, George I 
give up my conch " 

" Tour oonch. Captain?" 

" Tes, that leather chair I Vacate ! I deep here by tha 
fire; I know nothing of beds!" 

George smiled, and resigned his broad, sloping-backed 
ehair. 

" You and the rest can take the big room," continned tha 
Captain; " this young lady the small apartment. Faith I I 
know Greenway Coort by heart 1" 

And the Captain, having first piled some more wood npoB 
the flre, stretohidd hImsnU nomf'^^blr in tbe leath»>^ chakr 
md flIoBed his eyefl^ 
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in. 

HOW (UPTADI WASNEE BEOAMH UlTEASY m HIB 

{N five minntes the Borderer was snoring with an 
unction which brought a smile to the faces of hi* 
companions. He had closed his eyes with tha 
words, " Take cai-e, my dear friends, I hear very 
well in my sleep — ^therefore don't speak iU of me;" but this 
Beemed quite an idle boast. The Captain presented the ap* 
pearance of a frontier G-olidtb. worn out by &tigae, oi som- 
ni&rons from the extent of his last meal. 

"Come, Bertha," said Mr. Argal, rising, "we must set 
ont yery early, and it would be advisable to retire, I think. 
I see old John at the door waiting for us." 

" Tes, sir — ^when you're ready, six — everything right, sir/ 
«ame respectfully from the door, which opened on a flight 
of stairs, " right hand for the gentlemen — ^the other room ia 
ready for Miss ArgaL" 

"Please send the maid to show me the way," said the 
young lady, with a smile, " good-night, father, I will follow 
hi a moment" 

The old gentleman nodded, and kissing hei on the fore' 
head, went out, followed by George. 

Paleonbridge rose. 

"Stay and entertain me for a moment," she said, nmfling 
" until my maid comes." 

He sat dowii quickly: so quickly that any one would have 
understood from the movement, how gladly he complied 
niih the request 

The door dosed upon Mr. Argal and a«oige. Thas 
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oommenced a conversation, at Sxst upon indifferent siibje 
in the ordinary key, but gradually beooming more confid 
tial, if the word may be used, and ciarried on in lower toi 
To a curious observer, the spectacle would have possesf 
a profoimd and absorbing interest — for it was that of a i 
man of dazzling beauty, and immense ^nesse, marshalling 
her dangerous powers against the heart of a frank a 
truthful gentleman, into whose breast the shadow of si 
picion never had for a moment entered. The glances whi 
she cast upon him were dazzling, electric ; he felt his chec 
dush, and his pulses throb. 

" Then you do not think me unmaidenly ?" came in a 1 
murmur from the crimson lips. 

" Because you express your satisfaction at my coming 
said Falconbridge; "how can you ask such a question?" 

•'I feared you might; I am so unfortunate, in never cc 
oeaJiag what I feeL Frankly, then, I hope you will coi 
and see me — we are almost buried in the woods." 

"I surely shall. I am too happy to be able to contribi 
to your amusement." 

"No, do not say my amusement " 

She stopped, blushing deeply. 

"Do not look at me," she murmured, turning away, ' 
axa so foolish " 

" Your room is ready, miss," said the maid, opening t 
door. 

" Wait for me in the chamber," was Miss Argal's rep] 
"I will come up in a moment. It is very early, is it not 
she added, turning with a languishing suule to Faloo 
bridge, as the maid disappeared. 

"Very," he replied, "and if you'll not regard me as pi 
Bumptuous, I will say that I have little desire to exchan 
your society for my own thoughts or dreams." 

"Of what do you dream ?" she said, smiling archly, ta 
throwing at him one of those fascinating glaacea whi 
poBseased such a singular attraction. 



THE HASTEB OF GBEENWAT OOUBT. S6 

"Oh! of many things. Of my lowland hom& -of tha 
•iarange land to which I go, for I have come to see abont 
some property in the wilderness which I am entitled to, b; 
a grant from Lord Fairfax." 

" Are your dreams never filled with brighter images?" 

" With brighter images ? Ah I you mean with the formi 
of ladies fairl" he langhed; "no, no, I have never loved." 

" Then your heart is cold ?" 

" Oh, no 1 I think 'tis a warm one." 

The young lady sighed deeply. 

" Why do you sigh so ?" he asked. 

She played with the ribbon around her waist, and looked 
in silence at the floor. 

" Only my fooHsh thoughts," she murmured ; " I thought 
— ^what a treasure it would be to me — a heart that had 
never loved " 

As she spoke she suffered the hand which played with tha 
ribbon to fall beside her. The hand of Falconbridge was 
banging down, and the two came in collision. Mastered by 
a sudden and wild impulse, and forgetting every rule of 
etiquette, he imprisoned the snowy hand in his own, and 
raised it to his lips. The young lady blushed, but did not 
withdraw it. For an instant the eyes of the two persons 
met and exchanged a long, and absorbing look: — ^the young 
man's were filled with an ardent admiration, the yotmg 
lady's with a languishing sweetness. 

"I must go now," she murmured, slowly withdrawing her 
hand. " Good-night 1" 

And with a last look, she opened the door just as the 
maid placed her hand on the knob. Had the young lady 
heard her step descending the stairs? 

Falconbridge sat down, and leaning his head upon hi« 
band, gazed into the dying fire. Nothing disturbed tha 
silence but the heavy breathing of the soldier, who, stretched 
in his great leathern chair, had never once moved during 
the eaUoquj. 
S 
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" Strange I" munnxtredPalconbridge; " strange young girll 
I Bcaroely fathom her character, or understand her singnlai 
demeanor. They tell me that I have sound intelligeno% 
that I read men — but, pshaw 1 I am quite at sea with thii 
young girL What a dazzling, superb beauty ! Well, well— 
this is folly!" 

And he gazed again in silence into the fire. For mors 
than half an hour he remained thus motionless — reflecting. 
Then turning his head, with a deep sigh, and a wistful smile 
he gazed at the form of the sleeping giant in the leathern 
ehair. 

" A brave man, and with a warm, strong heart under all 
that roughness, I see plainly I" he murmured. " How great 
a contrast to this beautiful young creature, does he present I 
A strange world — ^yes, very strange — strangest of all that I 
am here !" 

And he leaned back in his chair, and smiled. The dying 
fire-light lit up his youthful face, rich costume, and brilliant 
eyes, making him resemble some picture of the Middle Age. 
He remained thus, leaning back for a few moments, and 
then rose. 

" Well, well," he said, " all this will have its course 
— but I soon pass — enough for one day." 

And saluting the sleeping soldier with the smiling words, 
" Happy dreams, companion I" he left the room, and retired 
to his chamber. 

No sooner had the door closed than the eyes of Captain 
Wagner slowly opened, and he looked in the direction of 
the door, muttering. Then his heavy moustache curled 
■lowly toward his ears, and under the mass appeared his 
large, sharp teeth. He sat up and looked at the fire. 

" Some people would say that I have done what is di»- 
honest and nnsoldierly," he muttered, kicking the brands of 
ihe fire together, " let 'em I I was asleep and I woke," he 
added, nloomily. " I b«lieve the sound of that voice woki 
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His eyes were raised toward the ceiling, and a 
•zpreasion filled them, making them bum under theil 
•haggy brows. 

" Gk)od, good I it's well I'm here," he muttered, " and ITi 
act a comrade's part by him, or the devil take it — ^but oat 
too much ! A noble fellow I He shall not be tricked I" 

The Captain muttered something more to himself; and 
then stopping suddenly, listened. 

" There, I am at my folly again," he growled. " I'm a 
dog and can't sleep — I am dreaming 1" 

But in spite of this he rose, and went to the front win- 
dow. It was secured by the heavy shutter, through which 
a streak of moonlight was visible. 

The Borderer seemed uneasy; he walked to the oihet 
window; stooped down, and for an instant seemed almost 
to be smeUing at it: and this idea appeared to cross his 
mind, for he laughed, and returned to his place before tho 
fire. 

"I m a fool," he said, "but I swear I felt uneasy: I most 
decidedly get over thisl I'm never at rest — ^why can't I 
Bleep?" 

The fire began to bum clearly again, and give oat a 
pleasing warmth. The Borderer held his hands over th« 
blaze for a moment, then lay back in his chair; and placing 
his huge boots upon the broad-topped andirons, began ta 
snore almost immediately. 

The fire caught a fresh stick and licked it mernly, and 
biased aloft, but the Borderer slept on in spite of *^e fofl 
light it Donred n»on him. 
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IV. 

BOir (UPTAIN LONGEim^ BAW ynXHOVT SBKOra, in> WIAS 
FOIXOWED. 

|HE long hours of the night passed on, and no 
sound was heard throughout the slumbering 
mansion but the subdued tick of an old dock in 
the passage, and the hea-yy breathing of the sol- 
dier. At times he would stir in his sleep, and the hea^ 
■abre would rattle against the floor; but this noise would 
soon shudder and die away in the remote apartments, and 
flgaLa all would be silent. 

Without, the moonlight slept upon the wild and solenm 
scene of forest and prairie, and nothing disturbed the quiet 
of the chiQ October night, but the cry of wild birds, or the 
stealthy footsteps of the mj-sterious inhabitants of the forest, 
abroad now, while their enemies were sleeping. At times, 
the chUl wind would sweep over the tall prairie, and a sob- 
bing sound would rise, then die away; and over all poured 
the solemn moonlight, which seemed to brood upon the 
wild scene like a dream. 

A piercing eye, however, might have descried more than 
one flitting form under the lofty forest; an acute ear have 
discerned sounds which belonged neither to the bear, the 
panther, nor the wind. Other eyes than those of wild beasts 
were directed toward the silent mansion, which raised its 
walls thus on the outskirts of civilization, disputing the 
BOvereigiity of the great woods: — and those burning glances 
were measuring its strength and wea^ess, the capacity ai 
its inmates for a mortal struggle. 

The huge Borderer breathed heavily in his chair, and 
zeaembled some gigantic statue come down from its pedM" 
tal^ and taking its rest while mortals slept IVom time to 
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lirae the flitting and bubbling fire would burn out brightly 
and reveal the recumbent figure in its full proportions: — but 
it already flickered and promised soon to die away. The 
eool air already began to invade the apartment, and the sol- 
dier turned uneasily. 

At the same moment, the vrindow opening into the pas- 
M^e stealthily creaked, and suddenly a thread of moonlight 
ailvered the floor. 

Then the shutter was opened still more, the window 
cautiously raised, and a head appeared at the aperture. It 
was the head of an Indian boy, -with long, straight, black 
hair, sparkling eyes, and swarthy cheeks. 

The head remained perfectly motionless for about five 
minutes; only the restless and ever-moving eyes roved from 
Bide to side. 

At the end of this time the window was wholly raised — 
the Indian drew his body up, and falling upon his feet noise- 
lessly, stood within the house. 

Motionless as before, he reconnoitered. The door of the 
great room in which the Borderer slept, was half open, and 
creeping stealthily toward it, the Indian looked in. At 
sight of the warlike sleeper, he recoiled two paces, and 
looked behind him fearfnlly, in order to be sure that the 
means of escape remained. The window remained up; and 
the sight of the opening seemed to reassure the spy. 

He again approached the door — opened it a few inches 
wider, and looked curiously in, as though to take note of 
any other persons in the apartment. His eye then dwelt 
upon Captain Wagner, and he placed his hand upon hia 
girdle, from which hung a natchet. 

As he did so, the Borderer opened his eyes, and looked 
him full in the face 

The Indian, with one stealthy bound arrived at the win- 
dow, and was about to pass through, when he suddenly 
eheciked himselL No noise had come from the sleeper, 
henoe he had not really waked; donbUess it was a presents 
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meut, fhe eye fixed upon his face which had waked him, oi 
rather disturbed him in his sleep. 

The dull eye of the Indian boy glittered, and he dren 
back into the deep shadow, out of the gleam of the fiia 
With a mattered " ongh I" he touched the forefinger of hii 
left hand with that of his right, apparently counting. 

Then his rowing eye turned on all sides, and he looked up 
the short, steep stairs: — his foot rested on the first step. The 
step was of firm oak and did not creak. The Indian 
mount<3d another step, and so, stealthily, and pausing each 
moment to listen, arrived at the top. 

His first movement was to creep to the window opening 
upor\ the roof — one of the dormer windows, of which we 
have spoken — and raise it. From the roof of the house to 
that of the long porch, was but a step. Thence ne could 
easily glide down. 

Two or three dusky forms appeared for a moment in the 
moonlight, and then vanished beneath the solemn trees of 
the forest. 

The spy placed his hand upon the knob of Miss Argal's 
door, and slowly and noiselessly turned it. The door 
opened without sound. 

The moonlight streamed full upon the bed, but threw the 
features of the sleeper into shadow. It was evidently the 
aim of the Indian, however, to ascertain the numerical 
strength in men, of the house: and he crept stealthily, liko 
a young panther, toward the bed. 

Before he could bend down close enough to see, how- 
ever; before his black eye and hot breath had approached 
her cheek, the young girl started up, and uttered a pierc- 
ing shriek, which rang through the house like a cry ol 
death 

The Indian seized his hatchet, and caching her by the 
wrist, endeavored to raise the weapon and strike her. It 
hail bfloomo twisted in his belt, and before he aould extri' 
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■ate it, a noise in the opposite room caught his quick ear^ 
and he arrived by a single leap at the window. 

At the same moment, the opposite door was thrown 
violently open, and Faloonbridge came forth quickly, fullj 
dressed, and hurried toward the room. 

The young girl, who had risen in her night-robe, ran to- 
ward him, threw her arms round him, and sobbing, "Oh 
father ! father !" buried her head in his bosom. 

All had taken place in a moment; but that had been time 
enough for the soldier to rouse himself. 

He now appeared at the bottom of the steps, bearing ia 
his hand a flaming torch, from the fire; and mounted with 
a bound which shook the flooring. 

"What's this ? "What's this? Speak!" he cried. 
The lady clung closer to Falconbridge, burying her fao« 
more deeply in his bosom. 

" Oh, father ! father I" was all which she uttered. 
Mr. Argal and G-eorge appeared at the door half dressed, 
and uttering wondering exclamations. 

"How, daughter? — ^what? how? — the meaning of this 
extraordinary scene ? and that noise ?" 

" I don't know what it means," said Captain Wagner, with 
a sort of ironical gloom, "but the devil eat me, if I ever saw 
anything as striking as that picture in aU my life before. 

And the Borderer, with a curl of his moustache, extended 
the huge arm bearing the torch, toward Falconbridgo and 
the lady. 

"Most extraordinary!" cried the bewildered gentJeman; 
" why. Bertha, something has frightened you 1 Look up I 

axe you aware, daughter " 

The young girl raised her head, and started, or pretended 
lo start, violently at sight of Falconbridge. No one observed 
the sarcastic curl of the Captain's Hp. 

" Oh, father !" she cried, hastily retreating into her room, 
■ud drawing her drapery qiuckly around her soldiers, " Oil, 
it was so dreadful 1" 
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" What 1— dreadful?" 

" Oh, yes sir — an Indian came to my bedside, anl aaagh 
my wrist, and tried to kill me — oh, sir ?" 

And the young girl was heard faliing into a chair, and 
Bobbing faintly. 

"An Indian in your room? yon are dreaming, daughter!" 

"No, sir I" said Captain Wagner, gloomily, "your daugh- 
ter did not dream it I— in my sleep I dreamed, I thought- 
wretched animal that I am, to lie there like a hog— but 
■ee!" 

And stooping quickly, the Borderer pounced upon a por- 
cupine quiU. 

" Here 1" he said, " here is the proof I This is from an 
Injun moccasin 1 And that window I Friends, I for one am 
no fooH" 

And the Captain hurled his torch upon the floor, and 
trod upon it with his iron heel. 

" To your tree 1" he cried, " Injuns I" 

At the same instant a flight of arrows whistled through 
the air, and passing within a few inches of the soldier's 
head, buried themselves, quiyering in the beam of the stair- 
case. 

"Bahl no rifles 1" cried the Captain. "But they're on 
us 1" he cried, arriving at the bottom of the stairs by a sin- 
gle leap, " to arms !" 

As he spoke, a terrific war-whoop rang through the forest, 
and a dozen Indians darted from the shadow, and threw 
themselves upon the house. 

Captain Wagner reached the door just as it yielded to the 
powerful pressure of the assailants. 

Having no time to draw his sword, the gigantic Borderer 
seized one of the carved chairs, and whirling it Uke a straw 
around his head, struck the foremost Indian a blow so ter 
rible, that it literally drove him through the crowd behind 
him, maimed and bloody. 

Ctot on fire by the sight of blood, and devoured with hia old 
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fury of battle, the Borderer, -without waiting for his coiu 
panions, rushed into the mtdst of the assailants, whirling 
his broken weapon around his head, and bearing all befora 
him. 

The Indians endeavored in vain to strike him — his gigan- 
tic stature and sweep of arm bore them down: — ^they tmcon- 
Bciously drew back. 

The movement brought the Borderer into the moonlight; 
which streamed full upon his face and person. 

The Indians uttered a yeU of rage and fear. 

"Longknife!" burst from the crowd, and they retreated 
before the soldier with almost superstitious awe. 

As they did so, Falconbridge, Mr. Axgal and George 
rushed from the house, to the GaptaLu's succor, and behind 
them appeared the a&ighted domestics with pale faces, and 
uttering exclamations. 

The Indians, spite of their numbers, lost heart — ^retreated 
toward the forest — and with cries of rage dived into its 
gloomy depths, and fled, followed by the chance-aimed baUs 
of their enemies. 

Captain Wagner drew back, bending down, panting, and 
knitting his brows. 

"I counsel a return to the house, friends I" he sud 
" youH lose nothing; all's done I" 

And he turned toward the door. Directly in his path lay 
ihe Indian he had struck upon the head — stunned, bleeding, 
and insensible. 

" Take the black devil in; he's not dead 1" said the sol- 
dier to the servants, " and secure every window !" 

The Indian was borne into the house; every one followei^ 
and doors and windows were secured. 

" A very pretty Httle scrimmage," said the soldier, curling 
his huge moustache and throwing some sticks upon tiie 6x^ 
" ooghl you copper colored devil 1" 

And he pushed the body of the Indian with hia foot. 

The Captain looked at him more dosely. 
2* 
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" Playing dead," he said, contemptuously. 
• Oh no I he's dead," said George, "look 1 that brand haa 
foiled against his foot I" 

"Bahl that's all you know, master George," said the 
Captain. 

And bending over the Indian, the soldier kicked away th« 
brand, and said " speak I" 

The Indian remained motionless. 

"Well if you're dead, my friend, I'll have ycnr scalp 1" 

And the Captain seized the Indian violently by the look of 
hair upon the top of his head. 

The eyes opened and he made a violent, though feeble 
effort to spring up. In an instant the Borderer was apoo 
bis breast and his hands were securely tied. 

"Now speak, you copper-colored devil, or you are a dead 
man I Speak in the Delaware 1 I know you, and under> 
stand your lingo I" 

And bending down, the Borderer uttered some words in 
the tongue of the Delaware. 

It was some time before the soldier could extract anything 
from the Indian. At last he muttered a few words. 

The Captain rose satisfied. 

" Not a regular inroad," he said, " only a wandering par- 
ty. I gathered that from the lies he tells me. Now my 
friends be good enough to put this worthy ia the cellar and 
double lock the door, first tying his hands securely. My 
part is over, and I'U sleep." 

His direction was obeyed, and very soon the Indian cap- 
tive was safe in the vault beneath, where Lord Fairfax kept 
his liquors. 

No one retired again. By common consent the afiSighted 
domestics huddled together in one comer of the apartment 
-—and the visitors arranged easy-chairs in the most conven- 
ient manner for sleeping. Soon every one sank into un- 
ea^ slumber — except Captain Wagner. That worthy's re- 
poee, in Mb great chair before the Are, was as deep as befor* 
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ft*rai time i< time, he would growl and grunt it is true; bat 
this was habii^ial with him. 

There were two other exceptions to the above statement 
Falconbridge and Miss Argal slept neither easily nor nn- 
easily. They conversed in a low tone in one comer of th« 
room : — ^when the first rays of dawn entered the apartmantt 
Ui^ w«re still conversing in the same low mtirmaes> 
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TBE ESCAPE. 



J^=^gHE morning brought light and cheerfulneaft 

^iM Kv'c The sleepers aroused themselves; Miss Argai re- 
tired for a time, to make her toilet, and soon aU 
had re-assembled in the large apartment where t 
plentiful breakfast was smoking upon the hospitable board. 

" Suppose we have the Injun rascal up," said Captain 
Wagner. " I think the sight of his copper-colored mug will 
give me a better appetite." 

And every one acquiescing in this suggestion, the Border- 
er directed several of the servants to lead up the prisoner. 
They promptly left the apartment^ and Wagner turned tc 
Palconbridge. 

" Do you know, my dear comrade," he said, " that I think 
you are the pearl of gallants ?" 

" Pray, how ?" asked the young man, smiling. 

" Why, you came so promptly to Miss Argal's assistance 
last night, that you shamed us all, companion." 

Falconbridge smiled again, and said : 

" I deserve no praise. Captain. I had not retired. I was 
Bitting at the window thinking, as I often do — a bad habit I 
confess — when Miss Argal screamed. To go to her assist- 
ance was surely natural" 

"Dooms naturall" said the Captain, pushing up hia 
black moustache ; " and Miss Bertha needed you." 

" I— thought — it was— father," replied the young lady col- 
oring. 

" Good, good I We're not expected to see in the dart," 
was the Borderer's sardonic answer ; " and when l^'ons an 
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•boot, a woman may run into the arms of the first fighter 
she sees — ^faith, 'twas a pretty picture 1" 

A suppressed flash of the yonng lady's eye seemed to ir« 
dicate that she discovered in these words something mora 
than they expressed : but otherwise she betrayed no emo- 
tion. 

" WeU, weU," added the Borderer, " le* us think of the 
rascal we caught. I'm mistaken if we don't get out of ^i™ 
the real meaning of this little scrimmage in the dark — ^whioh 
I think was a wandering party only, that is safe a score oi 
miles away by now in the Southwest Mountains." 

Old John appeared at the door, as the words were attered 
— ^his face elongated, his eyes full of meaning. 

" "Where's the copper-colored rattle-snake—- the serpent ?" 
eried Wagner. 

"Gone, sir! clean gone I" said the old body servant, hold* 
ing up both hands. 

Captain Wagner rose with sudden energy, and hastened 
to the cellar, followed by his companions. 

" Gone, as I'm a man 1" he cried, twisting his moustache. 
"Look! Falconbridge, he got through there, the snake 1" 

And the speaker pointed to a low window from which two 
rusty iron bars had been wrested by main force. 

"He managed to get his hands loose, and by this time is 
at the end of the world. I'm a hog not to see better to hia 
tying up!" 

And having thus unburdened his mind, the Captain slowly 
retired from the cellar, shaking his head, and returned to the 
breakfast-room. The sight of the smoking meal seemed to 
restore his equanimity ; and his huge nostrils evidently ex- 
perienced the utmost pleasure in snuffing up the savory 
odor of the rich broils and hashes. 

" Faith ! something yet remains 1" was the philosophic re 
mark of the worthy ; " life is not gloomy when a man can 
eat as I am going to. Come friends, let us get to work I" 
And first regahng himself with a huge gulp from the pan* 
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gent " dram ' which old John had concocted, the Bordere* 
applied himself with energy to the business before him. It 
was a spectacle fall of interest to see the piles of edibles dis- 
appear before him. Not until almost everything had van- 
iahed did the Captain lean back in his chair, lite a son ol 
Anat, twist his moustache, and open his lips for the par 
pose of conversation. 

The movements of the entire party were disouflsed, an 
very soon every one had determined upon his plans of the 
day. There was not the least danger of any attack from the 
Indians, said the Captain, in broad day, out of the woods ; 
but his intention was to scour the surrounding country, and 
pick up every detaiL George declared he would go with 
him. 

" And I," said Falconbridge, " shall accompany Miaa 
Argal as far as her home, it she will permit me." 

" I shall be very glad," said the young lady, looking at him 
with her strangely fascinating glance. Then casting down 
h^' eyes, she added, "but pray do not let me inconvenienoe 
yon." 

" 'Tifl none, I assure yon," he replied. " Captain Wagnei 
has spoken tome of a certain 'Van Doring's Ordinary ' in 
the same direction, and here I purpose stopping until I ai< 
range some business with my Lord Fairfax." 

With these words, Falconbridge offered his hand to the 
young lady to assist her in mounting her horse, which stood 
ready at the steps. The young girl's hand was ungloved 
like his own, and — could he be mistaken ?~did the soft, 
■lender fingers press and cUng to his own, as if she would 
retain the hand of the youth ? His eyes filled with sudden 
llight, and mounting his glossy white tfhroughbred, he can- 
tered off joyfully by the side of the young iaiy Mr Axga) 
following more leisurely upon his cob. 

" What a noble face 1" said George, looking aftei them 
" Do you know, Captain, that I can't help loving bin ,*" 

"Who? Falconbridge?" 
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"Tea — though I've known him less than a day." 

" Well, you're right. 'Tis as fine a head as ever I saw on 
human shoulders. There's only one fault I can see in it — 
fiot enough of gray hairs." 

" Gray hairs !" 

" Yes, my young friend ; he's too grand and true and un 
saspecting. AU that won't answer in this miserable world, 
that's full of snakes, Injuns, rascals, and deception. Don't 
ask me what I mean — I never mean anything. Let us rath- 
er take a drink of this fine October air, that is better by far 
iihan twenty year old Jamaica, or I'm a dandy !" 

And the Borderer inhaled the breezy atmosphere, drink 
ing in life at every pore^ His eye wandered over the great 
landscape of prairie, forest, mountain, and river, variegated 
by the shadows of vast floating clouds ; and his whole face 
glowed with pleasure. 

"His lordship's got a splendid country here, fiiend 
George," he said : " I envy him the look he's taking at it 
now." 

^Lord Fairfax ?" 

"Tes, he's in the mountains yonder, 'nnting, as the i^oituy 
John says — ^is this good Baron of Cameron, and Earl of 
Fairfax. When we shall see him, the devil only knows. He's 
a perfect Nimrod, a wild Injun on the trail of game, a real 
iron fellow, or Fm a dandy. I expect him back at Christmaa 
—not before 1" 

A sonorous neigh arrested the Captain's remarks, and two 
Bervants led up "Injunhater" and George's sorreL They 
were soon in the saddle, and the Borderer paus'^ only to 
give old John his parting injunctions. 

" Tell my Lord Fairfax, if he comes back before dinner, 
that I'm coming too — Injuns and wild beasts to the contrary 
notvrithstanding. Also friend George, who rides with me. 
And hark you, John, have up some of that old Jamaica that w« 
know about — and one of the old hams, a round of beei ocw^ 
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fowls, and other trifles. Tou know Tm one ot the fyatJij-' 
good day, my friend." 

And leaving old John bovnng hospitably and lespectfallj , 
the companions set forward. 

We shall not accompany them, as nothing in the shape oi 
an adventure befell them. After a wide circtdt around the 
Greenway Court doiaain, they came to the ccnoluision that 
the wandering party of Indians had bastil/ fled fix>m the re- 
gion into the western mountains. They ccnoiv^ngly re- 
sumed to Greenway to din-wsr, and r^stu The S.\i <*»! ' «t 
made Mb spDeanmoe — nor hju^ Fcui <<. «^v 
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VI. 

OAPTAK LONaKmrB's peitatb uattzbs. 

*N the next morning, Captain Wagner and Geoign 
were again in the saddle — ^but this time they had 
determined to take diflferent rontea The young 
man wished to explore the -ffoudera of the prai- 
rie toward the South ; the Borderer's design was to visit 
his friends at the Ordinary which Falconbridgehad selected 
for a stopping-place. 

"rU go swiU some Jamaica with Van Doring," said the 

worthy Captaiii, " and you, George ? toward the Fort 

Mountain 7" 

" Tes ! It seems to draw me, it is so beautiful I" 

"Goo<l! how your eyes do sparkle 1 'ifouthl youth! what 
e £ne thing it is : like a frei^ horse with a foil feed I But 
look cat for the Injuns." 

"Fm not afraid." 

" I see that plainly, and you've got a proud-looking head 
there, George, my son. Don't let 'em scalp you. I assure 
you, on my honor, it will ruin your appearance for life." 

And saluting with his hand, the gigantic warrior set for- 
ward on his heavy black charger toward Van Doring's. 

The Ordinary was but a few miles from Greenway, and tha 
partisan, advancing rapidly through the tall grass of tha 
prairie, and beneath the drooping boughs of the forest, wai 
not long in reaching his destination. 

It was one of those large, oddly-fashioned taverns which 
an BtiU found at Virginia cross roads. This oub was tha 
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half-way house, so to speak, between the Lowland and tti« 
Frontier. It was constructed of hewn logs, the interstices of 
which were filled with rough plaster, in front extended a 
long rude porch ; before the door was a horse racfe and 
drinking trough. 

As Captain Wagner drew near he T>eTceived standing at 
the door a sort of covered wagon, which seemed to have ar- 
rived but a few moments before. He was looking at it care- 
leady, when all at once Falconbridge issued from the tavern, 
and courteously offered his hand to a buxom dame who wa« 
on the point of getting out of the vehicle. 

"La! thank you, sir," said a simpering and complaisant 
voice, which made Captain Wagner suddenly start : but this 
start was of so ambiguous a character that it was not plain 
whether the soldier's emotion sprang from surprise, pleasure, 
or dissatisfaction. But immediately the Captain threw himself 
from Injunhater, whose bridle a stable boy received ; and 
before tiie lady, with Palconbridge's assistance in front, and 
that of a travelling companion behind, could emerge from 
the vehicle, tlie gaUant Captain had received into his own 
the hand yet unappropriated, and kissed it with chivalric 
courtesy and devout respect. 

Falconbridge turned his head and saw his companion. 

"Good-morrow, Captain," he said with a smile. 

The buxom lady, finding her hand in contact with a 
bearded Hp, and pressed by palms of martial strength, ut- 
tered a little affected cry and raised her modestly down- 
cast eyes. 

" Captain Wagner I" she said, with an exhibition of great 
Burprise: "Captain Wagner 1" 

"At your service a thousand times, madam," said the 
Borderer, "now and ever, or may the devil — ^hum ! How do 
I find you here, madam ?" 

The portly dame descended from her vehicle, smiling on 
the Captain and the Stranger, and sending backward a Par* 
ihian glance at every moment to her compauicm who had 
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not 3ret descended. Her eyes were well adapted to thia 
species of employment, as they were bright and cheerful, and 
her whole fece was equally good-humored. 

She was, or seemed to be, about thirty-fiYe, and was clad 
in a fashion rather more gaudy than tasteful. 

Her companion was a little dried-up Frenchman, dressed B 
in a wom-ont Court suit of the fashion of the time, and har ^ 
ing on his head a cocked hat. He seemed to be in an agon} 
of perplexity whether to drop the reins, a band-box and i 
shawl which he held in his right hand, or an old black violix 
which he carried carefully in his left. 

The lady ran forward with quite girlish vivacity to greet 
an old fat German, who at the moment emerged from 
the Ordinary ; and then with a shower of backward glances 
more bright than ever, which glances were directed towards 
Captain Wagner and his companion, entered the tavern, 
closely followed by her shawl-carrying, much perplexed 
French body-guard. Having reached the landlord's side, 
she clasped the old German so tightly that he found it ut- 
terly impossible to greet Wagner in any other manner than 
with the two sonorous words — "Well, Gaptainl" 

The Captain stood for a moment looking after her, with 
an expression of amazement seldom seen upon his martial 
features. 

For once in his life he seemed to be taken completely bj 
surprise ; and hesitated before he followed the enemy. 

" Who would have dreamed it 1" he said, pushing up hi* 
shaggy moustache; "she was Miss — ^beautiful Miss — ^Van 
Doring before espousing the lamented Butterton down yon' 

derl" 

And a sort of chuckle shook the stalwart breast of tha 

Borderer. 

"Well, well! Luck has declared for mel" he muttered. 
Tm losing time." 

"Iioae a moment more with me, Captain," said Faicaai- 
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bridge ; and l&ying his hand upon the Borderer's shonldei 
he added, " "What a noble morning I" 

The Borderer shook the hand of the young man cordially 
and said : 

"Glorious 1 comrade: really amazing is this splendid 
morning — and faith I on my wordl I think you suit it I" 
"I?— how is that?" 

" "Why, you are as bright and joUy as the sunshine." 
Falconbridge laughed, stretched himself, and yawned. 
"I am fresh enough," he replied, " and you seem not at all 
fatigued." 

"Fatigued I I believe you, comrade. A pretty thing for 
an old dog lite myself, that has grown to the saddle, — ^whose 
legs are getting crooked, faith I on that account — ^to talk 
about fatigue ! But let us dismiss the subject of legs. You 
are stopping here ?" 

" Yes, tm I see Lord Fairfax." 
" Well, you'll have a pleasant lady guest." 
" This lady ? What is her name ?" 

The Captain looked cunning, and hesitated before answer^ 
ing this query. 

" Come," added Falconbridge, " am I not to know who the 
lady is — ^her simple name ?" 

" I doubt whether it would be politic for me to tell you, 
eomrade," said the Captain, shaking his head. 
Falconbridge laughed. 
"Politic? How so?" 

"I would have necessarily to enlarge upon her character, 
her loveliness, her advantages, as the miserable cant is — ^her 
desirabilities : her thousand claims to regard, respect and 
tdmiration !" 

"Ah 1" laughed the young man ; " well, why not ?" 

The Captain shook his head. 

" You're a dooms good looking fellow," he said^ 

«OhI"— 

** The truth, comrade ; and if you add to this the foot ihal 
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you seem to have much time on your hands at present — bj 
which I mean that your business does not seem presdng— 
the motive for my caution will be plain." 

"The motive, eh?" 

"Tou might fall in love with this fair widow Butterton-— 
my pleasant acquaintance down in the town of Belhayen, 
which I'm told they are going to dub Alexandria, where 1 
came from. See, now, I've let the whole thing slip out." 

And Captain Wagner pretended to regard his conduct 
with supreme contempt. Palconbridge only laughed and 
said ; 

" I beheve you are in love, eh, Captata ? Well, I wish you 
good luck." 

His companion groaned. 

" There's no such thing for me, comrade. Fm defeated, 
repulsed, driven off ignominiously I" 

" Tou have paid your addresses to the fair widow and 
faHed?" 

" Something like it. I really beheve that you have guessed 
the state of things to a hair. I thought from the first, Fal- 
conbridge, that you were a man of discrimination." 

" And this is really so ?" laughed the young man, amused 
by the Borderer's lugubrious expression ; you have really 
proposed and been discarded ?" 

"Precisely, my friend, precisely: you have guessed 
rightly. Yes ! I was overcome, subjugated, compelled to lay 
down my arms : ignominiously, miserably, — I, who have 
lived in the midst of battles, who have heard the cohoma 
roaring from year's end to year's end — ^the muskets rattling 
here, on the border, everywhere ; I who have married twice, 
and each time paragons of women I I thought I knew the 
sex tolerably well, and I was mistaken. Vain thought for 
any man to imagine he has found the key of woman 1 Open 
one lock, another, then another, the next one baffles all your 
■kill, defies aU your cunning — ^which word I use in its ancient 
and oommendable sense — laughs at all your exertions, 1^ iBi< 
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deed, locks ever laugh. And now I was ttiat benighted m- 
diTidual ; I thought I knew their wards, and springs, and 
wtadings, and turnings : I was mistaken ; and here I am a 
mortified and hnmbled man, or if not that, a beaten man at 
least, or may the — ^hum! no swearing I" 

« Come, Captain," replied Falconbridge, who with difficul- 
ty refrained from laughing, so melancholy were the tones of 
the soldier's voice, " better luck next time I You have a fina 
opportunity to make up your losses." 

" I find I have, indeed." 

" Avail yourself of it." 

" I win," said the Borderer, with great cheerfulness. 

" As to finding a rival in me, you need not have any fean 
on that point. Captain," said Palconbridge, laughing. "I'm 
on the wing — ^I soon pass. In a month I will not only be 
gone, but forgotten." 

"Faith! no." 

"No, what?" 

"Youll not be forgotten. For I'll remember you, com- 
rade, as one of the most gallant-looking fellows I evei 
knew." 

Falconbridge laughed again and held out his hand. 

" You are determined to make me a partisan of yours, 
Captain," he said. 

" No, not at all ! I like you, my dear comrade, and I can't 
conceal my thought. If I'm angry I growl ; if I'm pleased 
I laugh — ^I conceal nothing because I can't, faith I No : don't 
fear Captain Longknife, who, whatever may be his faults — 
and he has a few — ^is not the man to flatter. If you fear any- 
body, let it be the man or the woman who smiles on you, and 
holds out a friendly hand, while the other is under his or 
ter doak, clutching the knife that wiU stab you 1" 

And the Borderer for a moment looked gloomy. 

As to Falconbridge, he laughed gaily at this ominona 
qpeedi, and playing with his rich swordhilt said carelessly : 

" Fm not afraid, and I think two can play at tbe oottiiig 
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game I Nevertheless, thanks, Captain, for the interest yoo 
feeL I am going now to a different sort of combat — ^to eii< 
counter perhaps a more dangerous enemy." 

And Falconbridge vdth a laugh looted westward. 

" I know you are," said Wagner, gazing at his compaaion 
wistfully. 

" There comes Sir John, as fresh as a dew drop." 

" A fine animal : and you are going, I don't doubt " — 

"To see the fair Miss Bertha? Yes, indeed. What a 
gplendid beauty I" 

* Tes, very splendid : remember what 1 said just now." 

"What did you say?" 

"I said beware of smiles; distrust the hand thrust into 
your own ; take care of the knife I" 

And refusing to say another word, the Captain with a sul- 
len movement of his head went into the house, his fore- 
head bent thoughtfully toward the ground and overshad- 
owed. 

Palconbndge stood looking at him for a moment in si- 
lence, and then laughing silently, nodded his head upward 
and downward with the muttered words : 

"Tes, yes! a queer genius — a great dreamer 1 The 'smile, 
the • knife ' — ' take care of them !' Oh yes ! he jests with me : 
but he's a good comrade and I w^n't complain. Good mom 
ing, good Sir John! A fair sunshine for us, and I hope you 
are refreshed. Ho ! comrade !" 

And the young man vaulted into the saddle laughing. Ha 
gathered up the reins, threw a coin to the respectful hostler, 
and set forward gaily toward the west. 

"What an oddity, the Captain!" he added, "with hifl 
knives and warnings! Forward, Sir John! we are ex- 
pected !" 

And he put spur to the fins animal, who set forward mora 
n^ily than before. 
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vn. 

THE OAfTAIN BENEWS THE ATTACK. 

f APTAIN WAGrNER entered the Oriinary shak- 
ing his head mysteriously, but his reflections were 
all at once banished by the sight of the fair Mrs. 
Butterton, who was seated gracefully upon a 
oane-bottomed chair, conversing. The Captain joined in the 
conversation with an easy air, and soon the visit of the 
lady to the Valley became the topic. The explanation was 
simple. The settlers of the region. Lord Fairfax at the 
head of them, had determined to organize a county gov- 
ernment ; and the question at the moment was, the locality 
of the county-seat. For this honor, the two microscopic vil- 
lages of Stephensburg and Winchester were candidates; 
and as Mrs. Butterton chanced to possess a number of lots in 
and about Winchester, she was naturally desirous that their 
value should be enhanced by the selection of that place for 
the seat of government. 

The fair widow concluded her sensible explanation by 
taking from a reticule, which hung jauntUy upon her arm, a 
number of documents, which she gracefully handed to the 
Borderer. 

Captain Wagner looked at the papers and pondered ; then 
pushing up his martial moustache, he said to the widow : 

"I admire your business talent, my dear madafti ; what a 
wife you would make 1 what an admirable wife I I shaJl re- 
eommend my friends to come and make themselves agreea- 
ble." 

" La I Captain, you are jestiag," said the lady, oovariag 
bar laoe afilaotedly with her fan. 
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" Jesting? Jest on such a subject — ^never I" 

"Ton are a sad joker I" 

"Not with yon." 

""Why not with me?" 

"I know not, my dear madam, except it beonaoeonntof 
that high respect I have for you." 

"Flatterer!" 

" That friendship, that regard — ^that, I may say, hom-i- 
that, yes, that " — 

Captain "Wagner finished the sentence with a look which 
BpoKe Tolumes. The widow fairly blushed. 

"What are you tallring about, daughter and Gfeiptain?" 
said the old German, coming up, "not fell out, I hope." 

"Oh, far from it, father!" said Mrs. Butterton, laughing. 

"She is a great rattle-drap at times, Gaptaia," continued 
the landlord, "and full of all sorts of notions. Here is 
Mounseer Jambo, for instance — come here to deach dano- 
mg. 

"He is a fine artist, faither," said Mrs. Butterton. 

"Hum!" said Captain Wagner, "he seems to be yourpar- 
ticular friend." 

' Oh, yes — ^he is a very gallant gentleman." 

Captain Wagner scowled at Monsieur Auguste Hypolite 
Jambot, and that gentleman chancing at the moment to 
raise his eyes, was nearly struck motionless by the look. 

Indeed, Captain Wagner was a disagreeable man to have 
for an enemy, so large of hmb, and terrible in arms was he ; 
amd his scowl was one of horrible expressiveness. He 
looked sword, pistol and blunderbuss at the very least 

"I have no doubt that Monsieur Jambot is gallant, mad- 
am," said he; "thij he has proved by condescending to 
accompany you hither." 

" Come, you look at Monsieur Auguste as if you did not 
like him," said Mrs. Butterton. 

"Not like ^irr,, madam?" said <3aptain Wagner, briogiag 

3 
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down his great, gloved hand on the table; "that's tme ! I 
do not Kke Frenchmen." 

" And I," said Monsieur Jambot, rising and bristling ap 
at these words, "I do not hke, no, I have no liking fo* 
oapitaines, begar I" 

Captain Wagner touched his sword instinctively, but re- 
flecting that a quarrel, and combat with so diminutive a 
gentleman, and on so slight a provocation, was out of the 
question, withdrew his hand, and only scowled again on 
Monsieur Jambot. 

Having thus terminated the conversation as far as the 
dancing-master was concerned, Captain Wagner turned, 
with great good humor and cheerfulness, to Mrs. Butterton, 
who had counterfeited excessive trepidation: but who, see- 
ing matters thus amicably arranged, was agaia aU smiles. 

" My dear madam," said he, " the sight of you to-day has 
rejoiced me — and you were right in telling me your busi- 
ness. I shall assist you in that business: I vsdll, madam !" 

"La ! thank you, Captain," said the lady. 

"I wUl, madam," said Captain Wagner, solemnly. "I 
pledge you my word that Winchester shall, on your account, 
be the seat of Justice of the county of Frederick." 

The widow regarded Captain Wagner witu a tender 
glance; — not so much in return for his promised services — 
to do her justice be it said, — as in requital of his devotedness. 

" For your sake," said the Captain, in a tone inaudible to 
the rest of the company, "I would do far Taore." 

"You are very disinterested. Captain," murmured the 
lady. 

" Disiaterested? Not so, faith I" said the Borderer; " re- 
member what I say 1" 

And having overwhelmed the fair widow by this unmis- 
takable avowal. Captain Longknife directed another scowl, 
hr more terrible than the former ones, at Monsieur Jambot 
who was still tuning his fiddle; and turned the oonveraation 
apon indi£Ei»ent tc^ies. 
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^lie lady smiled, the old German smoked, the dancini^ 
uaaster meditated a solo, or frowned with lofty dignity at his 
rivaL 

Thus some hours passed, and then the Captain, pleading 
business with Lord Fairfax, took his departure. 

It is unnecessary for us to say, that like a stalwart soldier, 
the huge Enceladus had returned unterri&ed to the attack^ 
with better knowledge of the enemy he assaulted, aa^ ? 
liad determinatian to be victor in the stsromku 
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vm. 

HOW QEOBSE WAS LED BT PBOVIDBNOll. 

fET US now return to Gteorge, who, aa the readst 
will find, mot with more adventures in his ride 
than he expected. 

The boy stood watching Captain Wagner until 
that worthy and his ebon steed were swallowed by the bright 
October foliage; and then mounting his handsome sorrel 
left ^reenway Court, and — ^happy, laoghing, joyous with 
that rare roseate joy of youth and inexperience, and confi- 
dence — ^went forth toward the South, over the swaying, 
splendid prairie, and through the brilliant forest. 

Poor words I — for what words can describe the forests of 
the Shenandoah Valley in October? — what painter, eYen, 
though he stood in stature above Titian, and the masters of 
all time, rould place upon the canvas the resplendent glories 
of this noble season ? Not a mere thoughtless rhapsody is 
this — for in the heart of him who writes, a thousand Au- 
tumn scenes hVe, like memories of youth, beautiful and 
briUiant with the glories of the "jocund prime " of esdsfc- 
encel — so beautiful that, remembering them now, in dayi 
not so bright, he is thankful for the treasure given him, an<] 
living in his recollections, cares not for the present. 

George was still ia that brilliant land of youtli— with 
senses open to its glories and dehghts; and so he went on 
joyfully, and gladly, through the golden morning, drinking 
in at every pore, the splendors of the Autumn. 

It was one of those mornings which seem to come like a 
blessing on the earth: when the azure sky, piled up with 
■Bowy elouds, droops down upon a world of beaafy,* wImb 
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the cool breath, of joyful winds sweeps across hill aii'^ yalr 
ley, with a murmurous laughter, as of myriads cf mern 
goblins, let loose for a hoHday, and reveling in their freedom. 
The variegated foliage of the waving forest, like the banneni 
of every nation met in leaguer around the battlements of 
the noble mountains, shone in the clear sunli^t, and the 
rich prairie waved its gorgeous flowers from end to end of 
the great valley. 

To George, the Antumn did not present an aspect of 
moumfulness or decay: rather of full-handed, ripe, and 
matured beauty His eye dwelt with delight upon the 
forest, with its magical colors; his roving and bright glances 
penetrated the white, delicate mist which, clearly relieved 
against the mountain, lay,lik;e a mUky cloud along the wind- 
ing river: — the boy's heart filled with youthful joy and 
romance. 

As he approached the mountain, the blue gradually 
changed to green ; the undefined shadowy giants stood out 
in bolder relief, with rocky shoulders, and belts of haughty 
pines; — and then, after an hour's rapid riding straight on, 
he had approached so near, that it seemed to him an easy 
thing to push his horse up the slope, and gain the inviting 
summit. George had, however, yet to learn that nothing is 
more deceptive than the apparent distance between the 
beholder and the great towering sentinel of Nature. He 
was yet a considerable distance from the mountain, and in 
his path lay an obstacle not to be despised — the tree-fringed 
river. 

As George drew near the river, and went along under the 
l»ight foliage of the lofty trees, a thousand woodlana sights 
and sounds were around him. On the prairie the land- 
scape was vnld and undisturbed; he had heard no sound, 
but the &r resounding cry of the crane as he rose from some 
streamlet's bed; had seen nothing but such air-wanderen 
as swept the blue sky on long state]y wings, far up among 
tbe ciondB.— for the most part aU was still, and calm, and 
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Taai, as undisturbed as the landscape untouched as fet bj 
the foot of man. 

But now all was changed; the ferest seemed inBtinct with 
life, and joy, and beauty. Long vines fell in bright festooag 
from the trees, and if these vines did not exhale the delicate 
pepfume with which they flooded the forests in May morn- 
ings, they still were beautiful with their flaunting garlands 
and fantastic outlines. 

The piaes were full of whisperiugs, as though the moun- 
tain wind would nev-or have done teUing them its secrets, 
The oaks, yellow and taa. The dogwood brilliant with its 
crimson clustering berries. The alder-tree, like saffron, 
and the hickory, yeUow, but still strong, and graceful as a 
youthful giant — all were full of life and motion, and the 
voice of birds. 

At distant openings the young man caught sight of more 
than one flying deer, and on the far mountain-side he saw 
distinctly a herd of huge elk galloping, as is their wont, into 
the verdurous, undiscovered depths of the deep glens. 

As he approached the sloping bank of the river, an otter 
showed his brown nose, and bead-like eyes, then dived, 
making circles as he disappeared in the bright water; and 
at the noise a flock of wild geese, who had been feeding ia 
the tall flags, rose up with a shrill clanging scream, and 
soared away, far into the bright clouds, on snowy wings, 
toward the South. 

George reined up his horse and gazed with delighted eyes 
on the tranquil stream, whose surface, scarce broken into 
ripples by the gentle wind, mirrored the drooping bougha 
of the crimson and golden-leafed trees, and white floating 
clouds. The woodland sights and sounds dehghted h^m — 
the freshness and vrild grace of the fair nook with its green 
grass, and tree-trunks and fresh water, charmed him; — ^nevez 
had he seen so beautiful a landscape. 

As he sat quietly in his saddle, gazing at the bright water, 
I whioh, at intervals, the " fall fisk" leaped into the air* 
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his attention was attracted by a figure upon the opposite 
side of the river, which at this point was not very wide. 
This figure was that of a girl of about fifteen, who was evi- 
dently gathering flowers. 

For the purpose of reaching the water-blossoms, growing 
far down in the shady nooks, near the surface of the stream, 
she stooped very carelessly over — so carelessly at times, tha 
George, who, imseen himself amid the foliage, was watching 
her, feared every moment that her foot would sUp, and she 
would be precipitated into the stream. I)ut the Httle 
maiden took her way along the steep and dangerous bank 
with the care and sHU of one practiced in roadside wander- 
ing; and her basket was soon full of fall flowers, which she 
paused to gaze at with evident satisfaction. 

The boy looked at her for a moment, as she stood in the 
sunlight — glad to have seen this fresh woodland picture. 
He then turned the head of his horse, dismissed the little 
maiden from his mind with a careless conjecture as to her 
presence in that wild scene, and gazing at the clouds, waa 
about to continue his way. As he touched his horse with 
the spur, a cry suddenly resounded in his ears — a cry of 
alarm and helplessness — and wheeling round, he saw at one 
rapid glance that his fears had been realized. 

The httle maiden had boldly ventured out upon a large, 
moss-covered log, at the end of which grew a magnificent 
cluster of yellow primroses; and this log having turned, she 
had lost her footing. 

When George saw her she was just losing her balance; 
and her cry of terror scarcely reached his ears, when she 
dropped her basket, and feU into the stream. 

George was one of those persons who never hesitate or 
lose their presence of mind — whom no sudden suipriae 
affects. 

The girl had scarcely touched the water before the boy; 
with a violent stroke of the spur, had driven his horse int< 
the ziver, and was swimmiiig vigorotisly and rajadjlj toward 
hn. 
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HOV GEOBQB MASS THE AOQUAINTAIIOE OF OAinnB. 



Pm^™!|HE girl seemed to feel that a friend was cominjj 

l^y »^^ to her rescue, for her head was turned even in 
the midst of her struggle against the watery 
death which threatened her, toward the boy. 

Her garments at first afforded her some support, and 
George thought he could easily reach her; but this hope 
began to disappear, and his trembling lips and flushed face 
showed his desperate anxiety. His eyes burned, and lean- 
ing forward on his animal, he devoured the sinldng form 
with his looks, and struck the animal with his hand to has- 
ten its speed. 

Before he had arrived within twenty yards of the young 
girl, the water began rapidly to fill her clothing, and thus 
to add its own weight to the weight of her body. She grad- 
ually sank lower and lower; her long, chestnut hair rested 
on the water, and the waves toyed with it. 

Nothing but the bright face was now visible; the small, 
bare arms were raised above the water; and a cry for help 
iasuad from the child's Hps. George felt his throat choke; 
his eyes seemed to be starting from his head; his hands 
trembled like a leaf. Agaia a faint cry came from the 
ehild'a lips— again the small arms beat the water; but the 
effort only hastened her fate. A wave passed over her 
head while George was BtUl ten feet from her, panting, 
Overcome with horror and despair. 

Then she was gone I snatched from him 1 suffocated with- 
b hia Tery sight I He uttered a gromi of d6i|Mur. But 
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suddenly lie seemed to feel that one course was left him, 
he might still save her. He threw aimself from the saddle 
into the stream; passed ovei the space which separated 
them with half a dozen strokes, and came to hei side. A 
oqrl of hair, before he was conscious of it, glided into hii 
hand, and the next moment the girl was in his arms, hes 
pale face lay upon his shoulder, and he swam with his ai« 
most lifeless burden to the shore. 

George raised her in his arms, as though she had beeu 
an infant, and bore her to a grassy bank. Here, he used 
every means to restore her to consciousness, and at the end 
of ten minutes had the inexpressible satisfaction of seeing 
her open her eyes. 

" Oh, sir I I was nearly drowned, was I not ?" she mur- 
mured. 

" Tes, indeed you were," said George, gazing kindly on 
the little face. 

" Did you save me ?" said the girL 

" I believe I did," said George, smiling, to keep up hei 
spirits; " you fell into the water, and " 

" Oh, yes I I remember aU now — oh, me I" 

And with a shudder, the girl closed her eyes, overcome 
by the recollection. 

"Don't think about it any more," said the boy; "it will 
agitate you. And you ought not to keep these wet clothes 
on — ^you ought to go home at once. And I must ask yen 
your name, and where you live." 

The girl sighed, and said, faintly : 

" My name is Cannie Powell, and we live up in the Port 
Mountain, sir." 

" Very far?" 

" Oh, no, not very, sir." 

"Don't call me sir," said George, smiling; "Tjm only • 
boy, and it seems so constrained; my name is Q«orge." 

The lips of the girl moved as though she were impr earing 
be nuoe forever upon her m^moxj. 
8» 
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" Tou ought to go home at once now," he said, " I will g* 
and catch my horse, and we will return together." 
The girl's cheeks colored, and she murmured : 
"You are -very tindl But I ought not to— you yren 
going'" 



" Nowhere I nowhere in the world; if I had been, I know 
my duty as a gentleman." 

And George raised his head with simplicity; and casting 
a last look toward Caainie, want to search for his horse. 
The intelligent animal had not wandered far. Emerging 
from the water, after being abandoned by his master, he 
had quietly commenced feeding on the long grass — and now 
allowed himself to be recaptured easily. 

George led him back to the spot where the girl sat, and 
fcfarowing one stirrup over the saddle, helped her to mounts 
in B§ite of many protestations that she could easily walk. The 
boy only smiled, and with the air of an elderly protector, 
.ed the animal by the bridle, along the narrow road, 
through the rugged gorge. To the m.usic of the brawling 
Passage Creek they thus entered the Valley of the Port. 

Glancing often back at his little charge, the youth now 
took in every detail of her face and figure. Long chestnut 
hair fell in moist, rich curls around a delicate face, with 
large, hazel eyes, rosy cheeks, and Hps full of a grave sweet- 
aess and simplicity. There was something fresh and pure 
in every trait of the countenance, and the slender form pos* 
sessed a childish grace and attraction. She was not dad 
like the daughter of a woodman, and this fact had very soon 
attracted George's attention. The fabric of her dress was 
almost rich, although greatly worn; traces of embroidery 
were visible upon the skirt; and around her neck the gir) 
wore a string of very beautiful pearls. Her small feet were 
Siused, it is true, in rough, high-reaching shoes; but hex 
irhite stockings were of the finest silk; and her hands had 
evidently never been acquainted with toiL 

Then gingnlftr peonluiitiesof the girl'g drees aMraote^ m 
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ire have said, the attention of her companion; but he did not 
dwell on them as strongly as he would have done, had ha 
lived longer in the wild country which they were traversing, 
whose inhabitants still wore such rude costumes. He waa 
looking at the sweet face which riveted his eyes, and ho 
gazed at her so intently that the girl colored under hia 
look. George saw that the blush was occasioned by hia 
glance, and immediately looked away, and commenced talk- 
ing — the girl replying with her grave sweetness, in which 
he found a singular charm. 

They thus took their way along the wooded road, and 
Boon disappeared behind the huge trees. 

Had George chanced to look back as the road turned a 
great mossy rock, he would have seen something to startle 
him. As the two forms disappeared, the red leaves of an 
immense oak slightly rustled — a swarthy face peered care- 
fully out — and the next moment an Indian, who had lain 
dose at fnl) length on one of the great Hmbs, dropped 
noiselessly to the ground. He was a young man, apparently 
about twenty-three, with a slender figure, bare to the waist 
TTiH nervous Hmbs we're cased in fringed leggings of doeskin; 
his feet in moccasins, profusely decorated with the quills of 
the porcupine — and above his forehead nodded a plume of 
bright-colored feathers, the badge of a chief. In his bear- 
ing there was something noble and impressive; and as he 
stood for a moment leaning with crossed arms, bare like 
his chest, upon a long cedar bow, he presented an appear« 
aace eminently attractive for its wild and graceful beauty. 

The young Indian looked gravely in the direction taken 
by George and Cannie — threw a quick glance toward the 
•vky — then murmuring something in a low voice, which was 
Tery musical and sad, set forward with the rapid pace of a 
himter, on the path which they had followed. He saw 
them mount the winding road, and approach a httle moun- 
lain dwelling. Then, as if satisfied that further watching 
was veless, he sighed, pltmged into the forest a^ain, 
was kwt in Um shadow of the antamn foliage. 
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A SINGULAB PERSONAGE. 

[EOUKD the small house upon the side of th« 
mountain, the finest tints of autumn seemed to 
cluster. The great oats were like pyramids of 
crimson; the tufted pines, resembling the tall 
tropic palms, which wave their gigantic plumes in the 
breezes of the Indian ocean, rose clear and beautiful against 
the sky — and over all fell the rosy haze of autumn like a 
happy dream. 

The house was of logs, rough-hewn, and with clap-boarda 
for a roof; the windows small, and evidently constructed 
with an eye to defence; the stone chimney in the rear 
leaned, as it were, against a huge mass of rock, fringed with 
dose-set shrubbery. Flowers of autumn were in bloom 
beside the low door — and the whole mansion had about it 
an indefinable air, which seemed to indicate the presence oi 
a woman or a child. George assisted Cannie to the ground, 
and fixing the bridle of his horse to a bough, followed hex 
into the house. The room which they entered was simplj 
furnished, but scrupulously neat; some books were lying 
on the rude shelf used as a mantel-piece; and the whola 
apartment was very cheerful and attractive. 

As Cannie entered, an old man came to meet her; and the 
eyes of this personage were fixed upon her companion 
with an intentness which was for the moment not at all 
agreeable. They seemed to look through him, and that, 
without the least effort, and in an instant. 

Then the expression of the old man's face changed; be 
greeted the boy "wi&i collected courtesy; and when OaDme^ 
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in a broken and agitated voice, spoke of her accident and 
rescue, the old man's expression changed more and more, 
and with a slight color in his pale cheeks, he held out hia 
hand, and grasped that of George with the warmest grati- 
fcnde. 

George scanned the figure of his host; and this scrutiny 
evidently resulted in a manner similar to that former one in 
regard to the child. The old man was evidently no rude 
backwoodsman; his countenance and eyes wore the unmis- 
takable stamp of the student, and the man of iuteUectual 
cultivation; and even iu his dress the same difference was 
discernible. He was clad in a suit which had once been 
rich, and still exhibited traces, beneath a thousand stains 
and rents, of its former splendor. Upon one of the thia 
fingers, sparkled a diamond ring, and a pair of large, gold- 
cased glasses covered his eyes, rolling beneath their heavy 
white eyebrows. 

As Cannie related, in her grave, sweet voice, the events of 
the moming, George read ia the eyes of the old man a 
depth of tenderness, which he had never before seen in the 
face of mortal When she told how George had saved her 
life, the wan cheeks flushed, and holding out, as we have 
said, his thin, white hand, the strange host inclosed the 
youth's in a grasp, which resembled the pressure of stee; 
springs. 

" You have saved two lives, sir," he said, with a singular 
nobility of tone; "thanks, thanks! And now, my child," 
he added, turning to Cannie, "go change your dress, or 
you wiU be HI.' 

The girl obeyed, and disappeared for a quarter of an hour, 
during which time the singular host spoke calmly on a vari- 
ety of subjects. There was an air of collected strength and 
oomposure about the speaker, which puzzled George more 
and more— for he felt that he was in the presence of a supe- 
rior man. In the midst of the conversation, Cannie re-ap- 
peared, with a primrose ia Iter hair, and a nnile on her lij/» 
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—far more beautiful, George thought, than before. She 
joined simply in the conversation— and an hour fled by im- 
perceptibly, during which the youth found himself more and 
more absorbed in the process of gazing at Cannie. Then 
remembering his agreement with Captain Wagner, he arose, 
and in spite of the most courteous urging, declared he must 
depart 

"I really must return, sir." he esLl; '' they -wiT expect m« 
at G-reenway Court." 

" At Greenway Court!" said his host, with an unmjataka 
ble start; " are you staying at Greenway Court ?" 

And the piercing eyes seemed to dive into his own, aa 
though their owner wished to read his very soul. 

" Tes, I came to the Valley but a day or two since," re- 
plied the young man, "and stopped at Lord Fairfax's. 
What surprises you, sir ?" 

" Nothing, nothing, my young friend — it is nothing !" 

And withdrawing, as it were, into himself, the speaker 
controlled every exhibition of emotion. But George after- 
wards remembered the quick start — and understood why the 
utterance of the simple words produced an effect so singu- 
'«r. 

With the promise that he would come very soon again 
€0 know if Cannie had recovered from her accident, he at 
last departed — ^the gTave, sweet face of the girl going with 
him — ^her smile seeming to light him on his way. A thou- 
and speculations chased each other through his bewildered 
mind; he tried in vain to imagine who his eccentric host 
could be. But he was completely at fault. He gave up 
finally in despair; and turned with a sort of delightful re- 
lief to the image of the grave little maiden. 

He was still absorbed in his thoughts of her, when the si- 
lence of the lonely road was suddenly broken. The notes ol 
a bugle rang out clear from the mountain side — the echoes 
ehased each other from cliff to cliff — and then a great tramp- 
ling and baying was heard near at hand, and a huge staff, 
porsaed by a score of hounds, bounded into the gorge, and 
Ul UMding to the eavtb oat at the yonng maa'g feet 
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THE WILD HUHTSMAK. 

JHE trampling which George had heard all at ono6 
became louder ; a hoarse voice hallooed to the 
dogs ; and in an instant a tall huntsman, mounted 
on a fiery animal of great size and muscle, thun- 
dered from a narrow bridle-path into the open space. 

The stag had fallen, but, half raised upon one knee, was 
goring the dogs with his huge antlers. They strove to 
dutch him by the throat, but he foUed them, one and all, 
aud several of them had already received bad wounds when 
the himtsman reached the spot. The sight seemed to arouse 
a wild ferocity in him. His cheeks flushed crimson, his eyes 
glared, and leaping from his horse, he drew his coiUtmu de 
chasse, and threw himself into the midst of the dogs. 

The stag made a last desperate effort. He seemed to feel 
that aU was over. The dangerous antlers were lowered to 
pierce the hunter's breast — but all was in vaia. The ner- 
Tons hand grasping the sharp hunting-knife, darted forward 
— the blood spouted forth— and the stag fell to the earth, hia 
throat cut nearly through and through. 

The hunter rose, and calmly wiped the blood from hia 
knife on hie sleeve. Then he turned to the youth. George 
had thus an opportunity to scan his appearance. He was a 
man of middle age, with a tall, gaunt figure, penetrating eyes, 
and lips which seemed to indicate a temperament rather 
melancholy and cynical, than happy. He wore a brown pe- 
ruke, and otter-akin cap, with a buck's tail stuck in it, and 
tall boots with heavy spurs. The remainder of his costmae 
was rich, but disoolsred by rain and sun. The ooat h»d 
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once been profusely laced, and the orange silk waiafcooat 
Btm showed traces of gold embroidery ; but the salt, like its 
wearer, appeared to have "seen better days." The hunter 
had carelessly wiped the blade of his fine French couieati di 
chasse on his cuff, and now scanned with great cabnneas hia 
eompanion. 

" A stag of ten, sir," he said, in a quiet, deep Toioe ; " yon 
were fortunate to be in at the death." 

"It is bloody sport," returned the young man, " but won- 
derfully exciting. What will you do with the carcass of the 
deer, sir?" 

" Carry it home with me," returned the huntsman. 

And whistling to his horse, which came slowly to his side, 
he raised the ponderous body, and threw it across the front 
of the saddle. Then mounting, he said : 

" Tou were going in this direction — ^were you not, sir ?" 

George replied in the affirmati-ve ; and followed by the 
dogs, of whom many limped painfully, they took their waj 
straight toward the river. 

" A day for an emperor I" said the stranger in a deep voice. 
Then aU at once smiling grimly, he looked at the young man 
and added : " but that may seem an improper distinction to 
you — ^you appear to be a Virginian, and the Virginians are all 
republicans." 

"I am a loyal subject of his Majesty, George IL," re- 
turned the boy, " but God made the sunshine for all alike — 
did he not, sir ?" 

A grim smile seemed to deepen on the stranger's face. 

" No doubt, no doubt," was the half indifferent reply, "but 
the lion has more right to the forest than the jackal — ^if not to 
the sunshine. Tou see, sir, that his is the divine right of 
kings, and his court of tigers, leopards and panthers, have 
their privileges of nobility." 

George looked puzzled. The strange huntsman seemed to 
•im at provoldng discussion ; but it was difficult to reply te 
hinL 
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"You dissent," continued the grim speaker, " oat yon 
don't reply to me. Come, say now, my chance friend — ^isnot 
all this proper ? Should not the lion rule the forest — the 
eagle the air? Should not the beautiful tigers and cougari 
be above foxes — ^hyenas ?" 

" Oh, assuredly I" said George, " but Jongs and nobles are 
not lions or eagles always — great lords are very often foxes 
I have heard. And teH me, is it just, sir, that because the 
fox bites the heel of the himtsman, as in the fable, and 
saves the life of the lion — is it just that the lion should de- 
clare the foxes throughout aU time superior to the higher 
dass of animals?" 

"Good, good!" said the stranger, "you strike hard al 
hereditary privilege. Tou are a republican — ^you wcKdd 
overturn class ? 

" I would raise up worth 1" said George with animation ; "I 
would have the strong and pure, instead of the weak and 
corrupt, at the head of affairs. I think when God gives in- 
tegrity and powerful brain to a man, he should hold the reins 
of power, rather than his inferiors, though his origin be as 
obscure as a peasant's. Is not that entirely rational, sir ?" 

"Hiun! hum!" said the stranger with his former smile, 
"1 was not wrong in declaring you a republican — but that's 
no matter. What care we for kings or nobles in the wilds 
here? Here's the river." 

And with these laconic words the huntsman pushed his 
horse into the water ; and, half fording, half swimming, soon 
reached the opposite bank. George was there as quickly, 
and they again set forward — soon issuing from the forest 
into the waving prairie, whose myriads of brilliant flowers 
were ghttering in the rich light of the sinking sun. 

All at once two figures on horseback appeared a quartei 
of a mile in advance of them ; and these figures plainly des- 
eried them, and awaited their approach. 
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THE DBAMA OOMMEBQBS. 

?EOEGE recognized Falconbridge and Miss ArgaL 
He rode his white thoroughbred, she hex little 
filly — and standing in the tall grass which reached 
nearly to the backs of their horses, they presented, 
in the golden flood of sunlight, a richly picturesque appear- 
ance. 

"I am very glad to see yoa," said Falconbridge, pushing 
forward and shaHng George's hand, with a gay smile : then 
bowing courteously to the stranger, he added, "give jon 
good day, sir " 

The himter iaclined cooUy ; but something in the face of 
the young man, or his tone of voice, seemed to affect him 
strangely. His penetrating gaze riveted itself upon the 
proud, laughing features of Falconbridge, and a shadow 
passed over his brow, like that from a floating cloud. 

" It is strange I" the grim lips murmured ; " what a ain- 
gnlar resemblance I" 

Falconbridge did not observe the expression or the tone. 
He had turned to George, and began to explain how the 
young lady and himself, in riding out, had lost their way. 
His manner, when he addressed or looked at her, had 
changed greatly. There was something ai dent and impas- 
sioned in his gaze as it rested on her face ; and the lady was 
not backward in returning it with looks almost as signifi- 
cant of her feelings. By some fatality this emotion seemed 
suddenly to have ripened in both hearts — thenceforth it waa 
plain that the young lady was tL6 fate of Falconbridge— hie 
fate £oT weal or wo. 
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" And Miss Argal," said George, when Falconbridge had 
told how they had circled at random over the prairie, " was 
■he frightened?" 

" Oh no I she has behaved like a heroine, in spite of bei 
atter ignorance of the road back to her home." 

" I can't think where we are," said the young lady, with 
one of her pretty smiles. But for some vague reason George 
felt as if this declaration were not true. There was an im- 
perceptible constraint in her manner as she spoke ; and hifi 
truthful instinct told him that there was deception of some 
sort beneath her apparent candor. He did not reply, but 
turning to his companion said : 

"We are not far from Green way Court, I believe, sir." 

"Some distance," returned the huntsman coolly, "but ttie 
path is well beaten." 

And with a courteous but cold inclination to the young 
lady, he set forward, followed by the party. The sun ran in 
a stream of rich purple light across the hiH.s , and far away 
beyond the mountains ; the golden cloud ships slowly 
floated off iato the distance and were lost : and as th« 
shades of night descended and the stars came out, thej 
reached the old mansion of Greenway. 

The tail huntsman tied his bridle to the bough of a tree 
lifted the carcass of the deer to the ground, and turned to- 
ward the porch. As he did so, old John appeared upon the 
threshold, and bovring low, respectfully approached. 

" Dismount if you please. Miss Argal," said the hunter, 
with grave courtesy, " and honor my poor house vrith youi 
presence." 

"Lord Fairfax!" exclaimed George, "I might have known 
that you were Lord Fairfax — ^but my mind was busy with 
other thoughts I" 

And something like a blush came to the cheeks of the boy 
The Earl smiled, and pressing the young man's hand, said 
in a friendly tone : 

■ I uu glad yon did not know me — ^badyou recogniied ( 
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of those ' foxes ' you spoke of, you would have expressed- 
yourself, perhaps, less honestly." 

And with courteous gesture, Lord Fairfax marshalled hii 
guests before him into the mansion. 

The first object which greeted all eyes, was the huge form 
of Captain Wagner stretched in his favorite leathern chair r 
he was sound asleep, and his snoring resembled distant 
thunder. It was an amusing pictTire. His cocked hat had 
fallen on the floor, and half covered a pipe which had es- 
caped from the soldier's hand. A half emptied cup of Ja- 
maica rum at his elbow proved that the sleeper had been al- 
so occupied by the task of drinking after dinner. The long 
sword in its leathern scabbard had gotten between the ath- 
letic legs of the Captain, and at every chance movement rat- 
tled fiercely against the row^id of his spurs, or the iron heels 
of his large horseman's boots. 

"Captain Wagner!" exclaimed the Earl, " so he's here !" 

The Borderer stirred in his sleep, and the words " fairest 
lady I" escaped from his heavy froth-soiled moustache. 
Whether it arose from the nature of his dreams, or from the 
vicinity of that lithe and beautiful form, we cannot under- 
take to say : but it is certain that when Captain Wagner was 
awakened by the loud voice of Lord Fairfax, his conduct 
seemed to indicate anything but dreams of ladies. He 
etarted up, seized his sword, and overturning the flagon of 
Jamaica with his elbow, threw himself forward, crying " Tn - 
juns I or the devil take me !" 

The grim melancholy smile George had already observed, 
passed over the face of Lord Fairfax, and he sat down, 
courteously motioning to his guests to be seated also. Then 
taming to the soldier, who was rubbing his eyes : 

" Well, Captain Longknife," he said grimly, " sleeping on 
duty I see. When did you arrive ?" 

The Captain bowed with great composure, and picked up 
bis hat. 

•' You, my lord," he said, " are responsible for this nap I 
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Mye taken, and if I have slept on my post, 70a see I wa« 
ready at a moment's notice." 

" True ; yon came near splitting me and my friendi 
here." 

"That wonld have been too bad," said the Captain, "to 
split CO noble a seignenr as the baron of Cameron ; suolk 
brave companions as friend Falconbridge and George, or so 
peerless a dame as Mies Argal" 

With which words Captain Wagner executed a stiff inoli* 
nation toward the lady in question. 

" Thanks, sir," said Miss Argal in her self-possessed voice. 

"I hope in my absence you procured everything you 
wished, Captain," said Lord Fairfax ; " old John " 

"Is a trump, or I'm a dandy, my dear sir," iaterrupted 
the Borderer. " Did I find all I wanted ? I believe you 1 
I'm an old campaigner, and feeling entirely at home had 
everybody running, of course." 

" Right, right," said Lord Fairfax, smiling ; " now, with 
your permission, we'U have supper,- as I'm himgry." 

" My permission !" cried the Captain, "you arejestiagl 
You could not please me better ; I am dyiug for something 
to eat, my dear friend !" 

Old John, who was standing respectfully ia a corner, 
opened his eyes at this statement, in a way that expressed 
volumes — ^but he was far too hospitable to allude to the 
Captain's performances at dinner. At a sign from his mas- 
ter he busied himself at once to get supper — and soon it was 
smoking upon the board. 

Neither Falconbridge nor Miss Argal seemed in a hurry to 
depart ; and when after the meal Lord Fairfax urged the 
young lady to remain all night, to avoid the chill air, sh* 
consented with very Httle difficulty. George unconsciously 
Bsked himself if young ladies in his neighborhood ever re- 
mained away thus from home, and treated the feeling* of 
their relatives with such shght ceremony : but as Faloon- 
tsidge, beyond a slight movement of surprise, indicated ■« 
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opinicn , the ycuth thought he was unreasonable, and blamed 
tdmaeb for Ms growing dislike to the young lady 

She kept her fine eyes cast down bashfully, the greater 
part of the time, only raising them occasionally to throw 
toward Falconbridge one of those glances full of subtle fao- 
cinationj which made her so dangerous. It thus happened 
that ehe did not observe the steady look which Lord Fair- 
1&3 bent upon her face. This look, full of a-dmiration, and 
JO nirjking in one who seemed to care very little for anght 
around him, took ia every detail of Hie surpassingly beauti- 
ful woman's appearance: — the gently arched brows, the ripe 
red hps, the rounded chin, and the snowy throat, against 
which the dark curls were clearly relieved, making the white 
skin more dazzling from the contrast. Miss Argal did not 
obser e that absorbing look; Ler marvellous acuteness would 
have liscerned Lq it more than it expressed. He soon 
tumt/d away, and commenced tsslSdng with Captain Wag- 
ner, and George; and thus the hours fled, and bed-time 
came. A maid announced that the young lady's apartment 
was prepared; and Lord Fairfax, rising, conducted her to the 
door, which he courteously opened, and ushered her 
through with a ceremonious incliaation. She incUned her 
head gracefully in turn, and with a quick glance from the 
comers of her eyes toward Falconbridge, disappeared. 

"What a very beautiful face this young lady has!" said 
the Earl, indifferently, " who is she ?" 

"The daughter of your neighbor Argal," said the Oap- 
tttin; "the new settler up there toward Stephensburg." 

"The lady is a friend of yours, I believe, sir," said the 
Earl, turning courteously to Falconbridge. "I do not 
know lliat I have seen you in our neighborhood before." 

"Tliat is easily explained, my lord,'' returned Falcon- 
bridge, with the same easy courtesy. "I have but just 
reached this region. I have come hither to gather infor- 
mation as to the condition of a large tract of land which I 
awn on the South BraiK^h, by grant some years since, fron 
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jxrai I^rdsLip's agent there. As to Mias AigtJ, I tldok 1 
may atyle myself her friend, thoogh our aoquain tanoe baa 
been short" 

Lord Fairfax bowed and said : 

" To-morrow I shall endeavor to afford you the iniorma- 
tion you desire, Mr. Falconbridge, and to cut out a task for 
you, George, my young Republican." 

" Oh, then you've been debating 1" said the Captain, with 
a yawn. 

"Tes, and George is a leveller — but uo matter. I care 
for nobody's politics. As long as he surveys accurately, %nd 
you. Captain, drive off the Indians, I'm content. ,Vnd now, 
gentlem-in, I must bid you good-night. I am really weary, 
Tour apartments are all prepared." 

With these words the Earl inclined his head, and rang a 
little silver bell, which speedily brought old John to th« 
kpnrtment. In half an hour, the whole mansion was ailoat. 
Were all sleeping ? 
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HOT» PAIiOONBBIDaE HAD A STBANOE DBEAM 

JfALCONBEIDGE had a singular dream He un- 
agiaed that about two hours after midnight, hia 
door opened; a heavy step stealthily approached 
his couch, which was flooded by the pallid rays 
of the great soaring moon; and a tall form bent down, and 
looked long and in silence upon his face. 

What the mysterious figure was like, he could not tell, 
as the shoulders and head were wrapped in a heavy mantle 
completely concealing the sex and character of the visitant 
AH that he plainly perceived, was a pair of burning eyei 
between the folds of the mantle — dark stars, as it wera 
which glittered as they shone upon him with a lurid lustre. 
The figure remained thus motionless beside his couch, 
lost in the deep shadow, and silently scanning the sleeper, 
who was full in the moonlight, for what seemed to Falcon- 
bridge, an interminable time. Mastered by a vague influ- 
ence, which he could not throw off, the young man lay still, 
asking himself if he were really asleep and dreaming this — 
or half awake, and looking upon a real form. He could not 
determine the question in his mind, and remained thus, ly- 
ing supine and powerless before the vision, in the condition 
of a sleep-walker, or one in a trance. 

To the first sensa+ion of surprise and vague discomfort at 
the presence of the sing^ar visitor, ere long succeeded a 
deep curiosity to discover what wc«ld be the next action ol 
the figure. The eyes seemed to have burned down upon 
hie face for centuries, but at some time they must be with- 
drawn. Falconbridge waited, therefore, and was not dis- 
appointed in his expectation, 



THE MABTEB 07 SBESHT^AI 00I7BR II 

The mjsterions figure slowly assmaed an upright positioa 
» deep sigh seemed to issue from its bosom; and with head 
bent over its shoulder, and drooping form, it slowly returned 
toward the door through which it had entered- 

The absence of the strange, glowing eyes seemed to gir* 
the dreamer courage. No longer paralyzed, as it were, by 
the magnetic glanoe, Falconbridge started from his couch 
and grasping his sword, which lay upon the table, near hia 
bed, bounded to the door. 

He thought he saw it open and close upon the figure. 

His sword pierced the sohd wood — the clash echoing 
through the mansion with a strange, weird sound. 

Falconbridge tore open the door, and issued forth upon 
the landing of the staircase. Nothing was to be seen. The 
pale raoonhght slept upon the rude banisters, and the 
oaken floor, but no form was visible. 

n^ rubbed his eyes, and returning to the apartment, 
wrenched his sword from the wood in which the point had 
bwm buried. 

Had he dreamed ? Could it really have been his fancy ? 

" I swear I saw it 1" he muttered, wiping the cold perspi- 
ration from his brow, and returning to his couch; " it bent 
over me, and looked into my face I" 

With these words he deposited his sword again upon the ta- 
ble, and lay down. He remained for an hour or more awake, 
watching for the return of the figure, but nothing disturbed 
the lonely silence. At last he fell asleep, murmuring; and 
Blumbered undisturbed, until the suhUght streamed into hia 
diamber through the eastern window, and waked him. 
4 
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XI?. 

THB KBZT HQBHnrQi 

JOU must have eaten a heavy supper, sir," said 
Lord Fairfax coldly, as at breakfast the yotuig 
man related his strange vision; "Green way 
Court is not ancient enough to possess a ghost, 
and your dreams took a singular direction," 

"True, my lord," returned Falconbridge, thoughtfully, 
" but I could almost swear I was not asleep." 

"Not asleep !" said the Earl, with grave surprise. 

" At least I think so. But plainly, I am mistaken. Yet 
tis strange ! I seem to have seen really those lurid eyea 
full of pain and yearning — unhappy eyes 1" 

And Falconbridge leaned back in his chair and sighed. 

" There, comrade I' said Captain "Wagner, with his mouth 
fall, "stop that groaning, or you'll make me melancholy. 
Luckily my appetite is proa* against everything — ^but come, 
laugh 1" 

Falconbridge smiled. The sonorous voice of the soldier 
aroused him; and his constituti<>nal spirits gradually re- 
turned. 

" You are right. Captain," he said; " this is idle, and I 
am carried away by sickly fancies. And yet I could have 
sworn I but enough. I fear I've terrified you by my ghost J" 
he added, turning with a brilliant smile to Miss Argal; "I 
ftruBt your own dreams were more pleasant. 

"Very pleasant," was the low reply; and George caught 
in its passage, a quick glance, wliich seemed to say, "I 
dreamed of you." 

The breakfast soon afterward terminated; and Falcon- 
bridge requested the Earl to have his horse and Mjm 
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Argai's brought up. The yoxmg lady replied to nis lord- 
ship's hospitable invitatioii to remain, that she feared her 
father was uneasy on her account; and this excuse was con- 
clusive. 

So they departed; Falconbridge making an appointment 
with the Earl to visit him on the next day; and soon after- 
ward George, too, mounted his horse and left Greenway. 

Was it to look at the country, or make surveys ? If so^ 
the youth evidently preferred the region of the Fort Moun- 
tain; for in an hour or two he had crossed the river, and 
I galloping Aong the road to the house of Canida. 
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XV. 

aOW LORD FAIRFAX INFOEHED THE CAPTAIN OF FAIfllil 

PEOPHEOT. 

fOED FAIRFAX and the Captain were thus left 
alone together. 

The worthy Borderer lit his pipe, and stretch- 
ing himself in his favorite leathern chair, pre- 
pared to listen or to converse. 

The Earl sat opposite ia one of the carved-backed seats; 
and, resting one arm upon a small table, prepared for busi- 
ness. Two great deer-hounds lay at his feet, and altogether 
he presented, ia his rich costume of blue velvet, slashed and 
ornamented vdth embroidery, an extremely picturesque 
appearance, though the listless and melancholy CTpression 
of his features seemed to indicate that his feeUngs were far 
from cheerful. 

On the table, beneath the hand of the Eaxl, lay a rudely- 
drawn map of the frontier, and beside it were a number ol 
roughly-folded letters, and an inkstand, from which a long 
eagle's quill rose, like a bulrush bowed by the wind. 

As to Captain Wagner, that worthy was clad as usual in 
his rough travelling dress, and heavy boots. One would 
have imagined that the soldier never doffed these vestments, 
BO wholly a part of him did they seem; and it would have 
astonished his acquaintances to have seen the huge sword 
anywhere else than in its natural position, suspended from 
the great broad belt, and between the athletic legs. 

Lord Fairfax leaned back in his chair, and passed his 
hand wearily over his brow. His features wore their ordi- 
nary expression of gloomy, almost harsh repose, but from 
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"Thus, you see, Captain," he said, at length, "that I want 
assistance. The audacious attack upon my house here, 
which you have just related, proves that I was not wrong in 
Bending for you to come and help me. You think that thia 
was only a prowling band, and of no strength — mere pil- 
lagers from the recesses of the mountains, come down on a 
momentary foray, as we say in Scotland; you may be right 
— ^I do not dispute it — ^in fact I agree vrith you. But that 
the appearance of Indians, iu any numbers, east of tha 
North Mountaia, is a thing to take heed of, I need not tell 
you. Besides, I have other information which I have laid 
before you, to which you have listened attentively, and be- 
yond doubt carefully considered. It comes to me in right 
of my office. I am Lord Lieutenant, or, as they say here, 
County Lieutenant of Frederick and the adjoining shires, 
and this information proves to me, that a great Indian at- 
tack may be expected at any moment. I am not sure that 
this day will pass in peace; that a runner will not, in an 
hour from this time, barest into my presence to announce 
an attack upon my manois on the South Branch." 

" Not improbable," said the Captaia, smoothing his mous- 
tache, thoughtfully. 

"Thus I have sent for you," continued Lord Fairfax, 
" and I thank you for your promptness. Ton have grown 
hard in these encounters, and I know your military gerius 
perfectly well." 

"Thanks, my lord." 

"Look," continued the Earl, poiating to the map; "all 
these lands are, as you know, a part of my grant from the 
Crown; this is the South Branch of the Potomac, and you 
see these crosses. Tou know better than I do myself that 
they are houses of settlers. I do not wish these Indian 
devils to ruin my lands, to scare off settlers. I shall 
B«Ter return to England at that rate." 

" Does your lordship think of going back f 
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" Assuredly," said Lord Fairfax, wiib a grim .jok; "I dm 
not expect to live all my days here in the wilderness.' 
"I thought this was your chosen home." 

" You have thought wrongly, then. As soon as I hare 
ooUected money enough to re-purchase Denton, I shall »^ 
him." 

"Denton, my lord?" 

"The paternal estate." 

" How was it sold 1" 

" By my rascally guardians; the entail was cut off while I 
was a minor, and thus the prophecy of old Lord Thomas, 
the founder of our house, was fulfilled — ^but I shall disap- 
point him yet." 

These words were uttered gloomDy, but with a dark flush 
upon the swarthy features of the EarL 

"What prophecy does your lordship allude to, pray?" 
asked the Captain. 

'' Have you never heard it ?" 

' Never." 

"Listen, then; the story is not long. The house of Fair- 
fax had for its founder and head. Sir Thomas Fairfax, who 
became, for services to the Crown, Earl of Fairfax, and Baron 
of Cameron, somewhere about the year 1600. He was a 
sagacious man, and held great sway in Yorkshire, where 
lies Denton — my Denton it shall be again if there is money 
enough in the province of Virginia to re-purchase it ! You 
do not imderstand. Captain Wagner, the feeling a man has 
toward a place which not only his earliest years have been 
passed in, but in which his house has lived for centuries. 
I love Denton, its park, its chase, its hills, and flats and 
forests; the old dining-room, the fencing gallery, the dogs 
and horses — ^yes, the very rustle of the great oaks around 
the door I Well, sir, that estate, as I said, was taken from 
me, the entail was cut off by my guardians, who, I firmly 
beheve, were bribed to betray my interests. And so the 
proplaeey was fulfilled. But I have not told you what that 
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waR I hare said that the founder of the Earld im wag 
Sir Thomas Fairfax, and he was the gran.lfather of the Par- 
liamentary General, the "Tom Fairfax," of the citU war, 
whom you have doubtless heard of — whose wife was present 
at the mock trial of King Charles, and created so much con« 
fusion by crying that her husband was too politic to be 
there. But I digress. The character of his grandson, the 
youDg general, had often caused Sir Thomas anxiety, and 
so clear-sighted was the old first earl, that he foresaw that 
this young man would ruin the house of Fairfax. This was 
put regularly upon record. Charles Fairfax, son of the 
first Earl, wrote it down. The old gentleman, walking in 
his great parlor at Denton, about the year 1640 — a centurj 
ago — ^was much troubled. He said that something told him 
that General Tom, and his descendants of the same name, 
would bring the house of Fairfax to an end. It was fulfilled 
General Fairfax alienated his family estate to marry into a 
powerful house. A century afterward, I felt the effect of 
his act, and Denton escaped from my hands — I am here." 

The Earl paused and looked coldly through the window. 

"And this exiled your lordship?" asked the Captain, 
with sympathy; " this act of your guardians ?" 

"That and other things," replied Lord Fairfax, a dark 
shadow passing over his brow. " Wy life has been unfor- 
tunate and tragic; Fate has sported with me, and woven a 
wild mesh to entangle me; I have been mastered in the 
struggle, and struck me down. But I'U not yield ! Let a 
million prophecies be hurled against me — ^let Fate do her 
worst I 111 struggle and contend with her till I die !" 

The Earl set his teeth close and was silent. 

" That is right, my lord," said Captain Wagner, approv- 
ingly: "no brave man knocks under. I do not myself, h» 
lieve in prophecies, nor any such flummery — and even am 
disbeliever in witchcraft." 

" I have had doubts myself, on the suDJect of this latter, 
Mad no longer place as much confidence in aetiology eitha% 
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as 1 did formerly," said the Ean, coldly. " A great seer in 
Italy informed me that I would recover Denton, and hence 
my struggling thus in the teeth of fate. I will straggle so 
to the end — and I will coUeot every pistole in this colony, bat 
r will have it back." 

"Ton have a tolerable grant of land from his Majesty, 
bere, my lord, in place of the said Denton," replied Cap- 
lain "Wagner ; "why not be content ?" 

"I am not content, because I am in fact a landless man. 
[ tell you. Captain Wagner, that as long as the oaks of Den- 
'on are not mine — ^the old walls, the chase — everything — I'D 
aot rest." 

"Well, all that is natural, my lord." 

" Certainly. And now you wiU understand me perfectly. 
t own a fourth of Virginia, and I wish to sell it." 

"Zounds!" said the Captain, "it's a glorious bit of land 
to be in the market. I'd like to buy it." 

The Earl smiled gloomily. 

"Ton may at least help me to make it attractive to set- 
tlers, by grants to whom I aim at realizing what I need to 
re-purchase Denton." 

"An empire for a plantation!" said the Captain; "but 
every man to his humor. Tour lordship is the best judge of 
your own wishes — ^now, I'd take Virginia — but that's noth- 
ing. I don't deny that there are drawbacks in the shape 
of bloody savages, but well grind 'em, or ITl eat my own 

ir 
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XVL 

HCW CAPTAIN WAGNEB DEOLABED WAB ON HIS PRIVATK &0GOt7in 

AGAINST LOKD FAIRFAX. 

gHB stalwart Borderer uttered these wot-.l. with 
so much energy and expression, that Lcr' i air- 
fax was diverted from his gloomy tfaorji'tittf, and 
smiled. It was the old grim smile annittial with 
him; but this even was more pleasant th)» ■ '.-ne gloomy 
shadow which lay before upon his Hps an I Jirehead. 

" Captain," he said, with his sardoK*i ;ipression, " per- 
mit me to say that your invention ijs vespeot of oaths is 
truly wonderful." 

"Many thanks, my lord," x'6tuil»-6d the Captain, evidently 
pleased and flattered; "I 'wr a smaU genius in that line 
which my friends have ocw r^^fmented. But after all 'tis a 
bad habit I a bad La^- *'" 

And the Ti-orth ok.ed modestly dovm, with an expres- 
BioD. of li^.ivii sielf depreciation which was a treat to the 
aut or of'tS'^P'JD^i'S in the "Spectator." 

"I agree wiin you. Captain," replied the Earl, coolly, 
"but 'tis nothing to our present purpose. You have spoken 
of the Indians iu time. When I touch on the subject of 
Denton, and the wrong done to me, I am never io. my right 
mind. What do you counsel V speak plainly and without 
paraphrases. I require the assistance of a man who knows 
the habits of these devils, and who can plan. I don't care 
k> acknowledge that I am a mere nothing in council as Tom, 
the General, was before me. I am irresolute— have a mor- 
bid inertness clinging to my mind; it is only in the cha«a 
Ihat my nerves are strung, my brain clear and vigorous." ^ 

"I have seen as mudi in your lordship," said Oaptaia 
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Wagner. " You are irresolute, bul would be £ui escellMil 
officer for a cavalry charge. 

" Speak plainly," said the Earl, indifTerently, " but when 
you have finished with me, come to the threatened Indiam 
attack. I know nothing of theae matters. Come, yom 
counsel ! I have laid before you the particulars." 

" My counsel is easily given, or the devil take me," said 
the Captain. " 'Sdeath, my lord, I know these Injun ras- 
cals; they hold pawpawing days the year round, and will be 
on you like an avalanche some morning; you should prepare. 
Send runners to the South Branch, with instructions to 
assemble the men with all the pistols, cohorns, muskets, 
rifles and carbines to be fousd: entrust commissions to them 
for persons I will designate. Such men as Martin, MLUer, 
Howard, Walker, and Eutledge— direct the levies to be trained 
in bush-fighting, in loading while running at full speed, and 
in everything connected with a combat, and the instruments 
of the said combat, down to the cutting off the necks of the 
balls of the rifles. Tou have no time in an attack to un- 
breech and extract the ball — consequently a rifle is done up, 
or the devil take me. I will repeat to your lordship aU the 
particulars, and you shall write them down, and entrust 
them — with the commissions you have the right as County 
Lieutenant to issue — to the runners. As to myself, I shall 
remain here, partly on private affairs," said the Captain, 
curhng his moustache, "and partly because my services 
may be needed here more than yonder. It is not out oi 
probability, even, that these devils wUl make their swoop 
upon Cedar Cheek, and this portion of the manor, from the 
mountains yonder toward the Northwest. Let 'em come 1" 

" That is a wUd country, is it not ?" 

"The ruins of an overturned world, grown over wilii 
grass and trees, and inhabited by panthers and Injuns," 
said Captain Wagner, succinctly. 

"Pardy," said the Earl, with his grim look; "I think we 
may expect them from that quarter." 

"Ilurefore I shall remain here, my lord. Zoonds I I w3i 
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have au opportunity, even here, of breaking some skulls, I 
warrant you : I hope so at least ; my hand is getting out of 
practice. Since I have stopped dragging at scalplocLs and 
eating buffalo hump I have felt badly. Give me an attack 
Boon, or by the devil's horns, I will rust to death 1" 

The stem smile came back to the Earl's face. He liked 
to hear the sonorous voice, the martial oaths even, of the 
rude soldier: they were but additional proofs that the in- 
strument which gave forth such sounds must be robust and 
strong. The Earl needed Captain Wagner; he had esti- 
mated his ovm character — its strength and weakness — ^with 
perfect exactness. Brave, impetuous, even whoUy fearless 
when aroused, he was yet morbidly irresolute when un- 
moved — could not bring himself to any determination — had 
scarcely power to decide upon the most obvious courses. 
He would often spend long, weary, miserable houi-s thus, in 
his groat dining-room, his head resting on his hand, his 
thoughts wandering back to the past, or forward to the fu- 
ture; and would only rouse himself at last to dash off to the 
forest, there to drown his morbid feelings in the excitements 
of the chase, as other men do in the stimulant of wme. 
Thus the sight of Captain Wagner was always welcome to 
the Earl; he was glad to hear the loud voice, the rattle of 
spurs, the clatter of the sword; they kept him from think- 
ing. He needed a counsellor, too, as has been seen, and 
thus the soldiOT stood high in the Earl's regards. 

"Well remain I" he said, in reply to the Captain's last 
words, " I shall have need for you in other mal^ters, not so 
warlike." 

" In what, pray, my lord ?" 

" They speak of a trial for witchcraft here soon." 

"Who?" 

" These gentlemen justices of Frederick, or rath« one ol 
them, a Mr. Gideon Hafityluck." 

" I know him. A crop-eared rascal!" said the Captaia; 
•maandal one itches to kick him — this Master Hasfylnek. 



84 FAISFAX, OB, 

or Haste-thee-Luke, as he was formerly called. But yrhe on 
the earth is to be charged with witchciaft?" 

" An old settler here in the Fort Mountain." 

"ffisname?" 

" Powell," said the EarL 

"Old Powell? what foUy I A more peaceful man I aeT« 
knew." 

"Well, I take no part in the affair; let the gentlemen 
justices foUow their own ideas." 

"They have none, my lord; they really have not, many 
of them, capacity to follow their noses, even." 

" I am sorry therefor, inasmuch as I shall have to submit 
to them, very soon, a proposition in which I am interested." 

"What is that?" 

"I wish the county seat of Frederick County to be 
Stephensburg, over here." 

" Well, my lord," said the Captain, collecting his forces. 

"WeU, there are gentlemen who desire that Winchestei 
should be selected." 

"And ladies too, pardy 1" 

"What, Captain?" 

" Nothing, my lord ; I only said that there were ladies 
who wished Winchester to be chosen." 

"Indeed! why?" 

"Who have property there." 

"I regret it; but I cannot yield; my interests all point to 
Stephensburg." 

"Let us argue that point, my lord," said the Captain; "1 
know that Stephensburg, from its position, as " 

" Enough, Captain," said the Earl, indifferently; " spare 
joai logic, I have determined to have the county seat ai 
Stephensburg, if my influence can compass it." 

"Goodl then it only remains for me, in due and honor- 
able form, to declare war on my private account agaJnst 
your lordship in this affair." 

"Tour said Fairfax. 
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"MyeeM," 

" Tou wish Winchester to be seleeted f 
Yes, indeed, my lord." 

" Why?" 

"For private reasons." 

" Ah ! a lady is concerned; I have heard of your gallantry 
very often. Captain. A lady I" 

" I do not deny it, my lord," said the Captain. 

"Well, I am sorry to say that I cannot oblige yoursell 
and yonr fair friend ia this matter. I have determined on 
Stephensbnrg." 

"And I, my lord," said Captain Wagner, "have deter- 
mined on Winchester. Zounds! with all possible respect 
for yonr earlship, Winchester shall be the county seat." 

The melancholy smile flitted over Fairfax's face. 

"How will jou compass it?" he said, "I have a majority 
of the justices already in my favor." 

" How large a majority, pray, my lord?" 

The Earl smiled again. 

" Tou seem to forget that you have declared war," he Baidj 
" but this moment. I will afiTord an enemy no information, 
whatsoever." 

" Ah, that is just, or may the devil take me — aright, right I 
I must do my own nosing-out, I see — and faith, as your lord- 
ship has so much the start of me, I wiU commence at once." 

" And I promise not to bear the least grudge. Captain, if 
you succeed, since we are fairly pitted, arms in hand." 

" Except that my sword is shattered to the hilt, when I 
enter the contest; yours whole and sharp." 

" It is the fortune of war: so much the more glory if yon 
overcome me. 

•'Very well, my lord. I promise you to give you a hard 
fight, and from this moment I sound the trumpet," said th« 
Captain, rising. 
" Where are you going?" said the Ear* 
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"I dfioline to reply," returned the Captain, ocnningly; "I 
follow yonr excellency." 

"Not a bad hit, upon my honor; you are invalaable to 
me, Oaptain; you alone of all my friends make me langh. 
Gk) ttien: but let us empty a cup before your departure." 

"Willingly, my lord." 

And so Captain Wagner tarried and emptied a fair flag' 
gon of Jamaica — ^wine he cared not for — ^to his own succesa, 
Then assuring his lordship that on the next day, the in- 
structions for the border settlers would be ready for him, 
the Captain mounted hia horse, and took the road to 
Ordinary. 
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xvn. 

UOKBIEUB JAMBOT's DEATh's HBAC. 

JN the main apartment of Mynlieer Van Doring'a 
Ordinary, the fair Mrs. Butterton is dancing a 
galliard to the music of Monsieur Auguste Hy- 
polite Jambot's fiddle. 

That gentleman is clad in a picturesque coat -with barrel 
euffs turned back to the elbows, a blue satin waistcoat fit- 
ting tightly to his thin, slight figure, and pumps adomfid, 
in place of buckles, with immense rosettes of red ribbon. 
Monsieur Jambot is thus very picturesque — ^but the widow ia 
resplendent. She is dressed in all the colors of the rainbow; 
she wears rings, breastpins and bracelets without number; 
and when she lifts her slirt gracefully in the animated 
dance, the other hand balanced akimbo on her side, she 
makes a fuU display of a pair of substantial ankles cased 
in real silk stockings, and large, seirviceable feet plunged 
in slippers of immense elegance. 

The dance comes to an end, aud the fair widow fans 
herse f, saying: 

" How did I get through. Monsieur ?" 

"Elegant 1 elegantl" cried Monsieur Jambot, "but nox* 
time you shall step not so quick, not so jig, ma ohere madame /" 

"Not so what ?" asked the fair widow, l-Nughing. 

" Ah, my poor head !" said Monsieur Jambot, ceasing for 
a moment to tune his violin, in order to pr-ess his forehead 
with a theatrical air; "my poor head — ^I no und-vstand 
V Anglais ; I mean you step out too — what fvv- «j»J> \em-~ 
mite, too quick, too spirited: voilet le fna> /" 

" Well, let OB try again." 

"Same^ madame?" 



88 FAIBFAX; OB, 

"Oh, yes t are you tired of it?" 

"Ah, non, non — ^I could not be tired of you when yoq 
dance." 

" Ton are very gallant. Monsieur." 

"Cestvrai!" 

" Well, then, play for me again. Do you like that tune }" 

«'Tis beautiful" 

" I think so too. So you are willing to try again ?" 

" Ravi !" 

And Monsieur Jambot struck up a lively air, and Mistress 
Butterton tripped gaily down the room to the quick music, 
her arms aMmbo, her wrist bent and resting on her side, 
her eyes sparkling, her red-heeled shoes merrily clattering 
on the brightly scoured floor. 

" Ah, c'est grand !" cried Monsieur Jambot; " yon might 
dance the contre dance before his Majesti Louis le Grand 
himself." 

" I'm glad to hear it," said Mrs. Butterton, fanning her- 
self, and casting a languishing glance upon her companion — 
it was to keep herself in practice — "I am glad you think so: 
for I shall go to a number of frolics before returning to Bel- 
haven, and I wish to show the folks up here the difference 
between the town and the country. I must not dance any 
more jig tunes, for they dance them very well here: now a 
minuet is so much better: t?iai is a court dance 1" 

"A royal dance, madamel But parole d'konneur, yon 
dance miauet most elegant." 

"Oh, you jest!" 

"Jest? never!" 

" Shall we try one, then ?" 

" Out, madame: I wiU play and dance also." 

When Monsieur Jambot danced the minuet he became, 
for the time, a dififerent person, so loftily did he hold hii 
powdered head, with so graceful and stately an amenity did 
he move on the points of his high-heeled shoes to the slow, 
lauding music This change now passed oveo: his ooant»> 
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nance and manner. He held Iiis yiolin as a monarcih does 
his soeptre; he took up, then laid down his cocked hat, aa 
an emperor would his crown; his whole person become at 
onoe stiff and supple, erect and inclined. The lady was not 
behind-hand. She drew herself up in a stately way, as- 
Bomed a gracious and condescending snule, and raised grace' 
folly her long skirt, ready to step forward at the first notei 
of the Tiolin. 

Monsieur Jambot commenced with a low prelude, full o£ 
elegance. The instrument, which had at first shook from its 
strings a bright shower of laughing and sparkling notes in 
the gay gavotte, keeping perfect time to the rattle of the 
lady's slippers on the floor of the apartment, now changed 
its tone completely, as if ashamed of such inane gaiety and 
unseemly mirth. It now gave forth a slow, ceremonious 
strain, such as was fit and proper for great lords and ladies 
in princely hall assembled, to bow and courtesy to each 
other by : even for kings to incUne their royal heads to in a 
graceful, royal way, leading out princesses in gilded, picture 
walled saloons. 

As to Monsieur Jambot, he seemed to be perfectly happy, 
he could play and dance very well at the same time, and on 
this occasion he excelled himself. He glided, he ambled, he 
simpered, he bowed, his very eyes seemed to be full of 
music, and to be ready to dissolve away in fluttering de- 
light. Those eyes were fixed upon the fair widow, and they 
ei^pressed, in a way quite unmistakable, the condition of the 
owner's heart — the state of his feelings. It was very plain, 
from those languishing, and admiring glances, that Mon- 
flieur Jambot was a victim to the beUe passion, as he called 
it; and would rather prefer to die for her than otherwise. 

Not to do injustice to the fair widow's discrimination, we 
will add that she imderstood both the look and the state of 
M(Hudeur Jambof s feelings perfectly well She was weU 
iMBored that he was one of her most ardent adorers, and 
; he aspired to her hand; but whether this hand WM to 
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be redaced into possession by the dancing-mftBter, or bj 
Captain Wagner, the reader will discover in due time. 

And now they approached each other in the graceful 
dance, bowing, smUing, and rolhng their eyes — in whioh 
latter exercise we must say Monsieur Jambot very far ex- 
celled his fair friend — and the music seemed to sigh forth a 
species of luxurious delight. The lady, with her skirt raised 
with one hand, the other hand, ov rather the wrist thereof, 
restiag on her side — executed profuse bows, and so to the 
triumphant fiddle of Monsieur Jambot, the dance went on 
its way in triumph. 

He wound up the minuet with a graceful flourish, impro- 
vised for the occasion, and full of beauty; and in the ex- 
eitement of the moment, sank upon his knees before the 
fair lady, grasping her plump hand, which hand he pressed 
rapturously to his Ups. The lady stood calmly fanning her- 
self with her disengaged hand, and looking at her admirer 
with a roguish twinkle in her eyes. 

The parties were arranged in this elegant and striking 
tableau, when suddenly the widow turned abruptly, and 
Monsieur Jambot rose angrily, brushing his knees. These 
movements were caused by a very simple circumstance, a 
circumstance which assuredly, in the ordinary course of hu- 
man events, was not calculated to overwhelm one, or cause 
any profound astonishment. Not to keep the reader longer 
in ignorance, the lady and her admirer had been startled by 
the arrival of a third personage, and this arrival was an- 
nounced by the form of words : 

" Snout of the dragon ! what do I see I Kneeling, or the 
devil fly away with me !" 

And Captain Wagner, the toof-strokes of whose horse had 
been drowned by the music of the violin, stalked into the 
room — a dreadful frown upon his brow, his martial spun 
jingling as he strode, his heavy sword haK drawn, and dai- 
tering portei]ik}usly against hia legs, cased in their h«k^ 
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BOII OAPTAIN WAOHZB TXKDIOTED BIS FUTDBB VAXk. 

>ONSIEDE JAMBOT drsw himself up, and »> 
claimed in a theatrical tone : 
"Malediction!" 

" What is that you say, sir 7" paid Captain Wag^ 
ner, sternly. "I do not understand your barbarous Ungo, 
though Mistress Butterton seems to comprehend it perfectly, 
or the devil seize me !" 

And Captain Wagner threw upon the fair widow a look 
which nearly took away her breath. She scarcely knew 
what to reply, and found all her presence of mind unequal 
to the task of repelling the valiant Captain, and asserting 
her own right of action. She finally decided to burst into 
tears. 

"Tou are a cruel man! that you are. Captain," she 
Bobbed, " to speak to me in that way — that you are 1" 

The Captain was proof against tears; he knew the sex, as 
he often said, and was not to be moved by such trifles. 

" I was not addressing you, madam," he said, frowning, 
"but this gentleman, who used toward me the highly in- 
jurious term, nudedicMon. In the whole course of my Ufe. 
madam, I have never been called a malediction by any on© 
before, and I now inform Mr. Jambo, tiiat whatever may b« 
the fashion in his own frog-eating country, in this country 
when one man calls another a malediction, it is a declaratios 
of mortal enmity — in which light I receive it I" 

" Sacrel" groaned Monsieur Jambot, between his clenohed 
teeth, " oe numdit oapitaine/ I will fight him — I will aboliak 
him from aa iaee of zis earth I" 
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"Abolish me I" cried Capfeiin Wagmer, in<Egiiafcly; " maf 
(lie devil take me, but we shall see. I have heard that yo« 
teach fenciQg, Mr. Jambo, as well as capering; well, draw 
your sword, pardy, or I wiU nail you, Monsieur, to that 
table!" 

Monsieur Jambot jumped back, for Captain Wagner'i 
gword flashed forth like lightning from its scabbard. 

"Tour sword! your sword!" cried the Captain. 

Monsieur Jambot was no coward; and now thoroughly 
aroused by the presence and insults of his hated rival, he e»« 
ecnted two steps, professionally speaking, to the mantel- 
piece, and took down a good rapier which hung there amon^ 
pepper-pods, balls of twine, and ears of com; with which he 
tamed and faced his adversary. 

"Begar!" he cried, in a great rage, "we shaU see what 
we shall see I" 

But before the Captain could put himself into position, a 
loud screech was heard, and Mrs. Buttertcm rushed between 
ihem with tears and sobs. 

" Oh, for mercy's sake I" she cried, " oh, no fighting — oh 
you must not ! Captain — ^Mr. Jambot — ^you shall not 1 Put 
up your swords — ^this moment! — or — or — I shall — faint — 
my smelling-bottle — in — my — room — Monsieur — Jam 1 — 
Cap!" 

With which faiatly-uttered words the lady dosed her 
eyes ; then her form swayed backward and forward, her 
head drooped, her feet bent beneath her, and just as Mon- 
sieur Jambot, with all the gallantry of the Frenchman and 
the lover, rushed from the room to bring the smeJling-bottle, 
■he yielded to "nerves," and sank back into the sturdy arma 
«f the valiant Captain. 

" Oh, how could you !" she said, languidly opening hex 
fyes a moment afterward, and drawing back. 

" A thousand apologies, my dearest madam— Z have dooc 
wrong — ^forgive me !" groaned her admirer. 

"Oh, Oaptain I" murmured the lady. 
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" But to see jam' beautiful hand pressed to another's lips I 
— ^to see another kneeling to you, •which individual you might 
in anothftr moment have raised from his knees — ^May the fiend 
aeize me, madam 1" cried Captain Wagner, " but I ■will yet ha^t 
my revenge on that perfidious rival — ^revenge, revenge !" 

The lady drew back pettishly. 

"You care nothing for me," she sobbed, "I am angry, sii 
and I won't be treated so, sir. Tou treat me too badly— 
that you do." 

"Tears '" cried Captain Wagner, tearing his hair, " tean 
caused by me I" 

" Yes, sir, by you." 

" By me — ^the most devoted of your admirers — of your— 
yes, of your" 

"Enemies — ^yes, the most bitter enemy I have." 

" Madam 1" 

"You would kill my friends, because they are my 
friends. " 

"No, no." 

"You would fight Monsieur Jambot." 

" He is a good swordsman, I know welL" 

"And if he is?" 

"He might run through the midriff me myself — ^the most 
faithfnl of adorers; but that would be nothing," added Cap- 
tain Wagner, gloomily; "a broken heart and a clay-cold 
eoipse go well together." 

" Whose heart is broken, sir ?" 

"Mine, madam, by your coldness — ^your unkindnesa" 

" Captain," sighed the lady. 

"Yon turn all my virtues into faults, or may the devil 
take me I" 

" Oh," remonstrated the lady. 

" If I show jealousy, you laugh at me; if I wish to dm* 
off other — ^yes, other rivals, madam, you quarrel with ma." 

"I have not qnarreUdd." 
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« Ton feign not to perceive that 1 am the moat devotee 

of" 

The lady turned aside her head: the Captain pressed to 
his lips the hand which was abandoned to him: the otne* 
covered her face. Just at this moment. Monsieur Jambot 
re-entered, and stood transfixed with horror. 

As Captain Wagner, iu his profound wrath and astonish- 
ment, had cried out violently: "Snout of the Dragon I' — 
Bo now. Monsieur Jambot, with rage quite as profound, sa- 
luted his adversary with the words : 

" MUles diables ! what do I see ?" 

The Captain twirled his moustache. 

" Ton see me," he said, curtly. 

" And who are you, sacre ?" 

" Captain Julius Wagner, at your service, sir." 

" Captain Waggeneur, you shall answer to me zis I" cried 
Monsieur Jambot. 

" Answer what ?" 

"For your insult to me," replied the Frenchman, adroitly 
avoiding a commital of himself. 

"I will answer anything," said the Captain, But perceiv- 
ing the eyes of the fair widow fixed beseechingly upon him: 
" still," he continued, " I am not aware. Monsieur Jambot, 
that I have insulted you half so grossly as you have me ?" 

" Comment 1" 

" Did you not characterize me as a malediction ? answef 
me that." 

" But," said the lady, delighted to see the two adversatiea 
gradually cooling and speaking in more amicable tones^ 
" that is not an insult, I am sure. Captain. Malediction la 
— I don't know exactly what — but it is not an insult." 

"If that is the case, madam, and Monsieur Jambo baa 
not inHulted me by this malediction, I am ready to end out 
qoarreL" 

Monsieur Jambot bowed with ceremony. 

"U shall end," he said, coldly. 
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"Ck)odI" oontintied the Captain, "and now, madam, let 
me proceed to business. I am here purely on business." 

Monsieur Jambot hearing these words, understood that it 
would not be polite for him to remain: so taking his fiddle 
from the floor, and restoring the rapier to its place, he be- 
took himself to the porch, where, seated on the wooden 
bench, he discoursed sweet music, soft enough to penetrate 
the very heart of his mistress. 

" Business, Captain ?" asked the lady, seating herself near 
the table. 

"Business, madam," said Captain Wagner, taking out a 
paper, upon which were written, in huge, sprawling letters 
with a pencil, a number of names; "your business." 

And he seated himself on the opposite side of the narrow 
table, spreading out the paper between them. 

" My business 1" 

" Yes, madam — that which brought you to the Valley." 

"Oh, my lots?" 

" In Winchester — ^yes. ' 

" I now recollect your kind oflfer of assistance. La I Cap< 
tain, you put yourself to a heap of trouble." 

And the lady gently agitated her fan of swan's feathers, 
gazing thereon. 

" liouble ? no, nothing is trouble for which we expect to 
be munificently paid, pardy I" 

The lady cast down her eyes with a blush. 

" Thus, then, it is," said the Captain, leaning over the 
table, and caressing his martial moustache, as with his 
enormous hand he pointed out the names written on the 
paper in a double row, " thus it is. At the next meeting of 
the Honorable Justices of the County of Frederick— which 
acanty, by the horns of the devil 1 — excuse me, madam- 
si; ould be a kingdom, for it reaches from the Blue Eidge 
hire to the Mississippi— at the next meeting of the Court 
h«re, madam, the county seat, as you well know, will b« 
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determined on. It will be either Stephensburg over iSiex^ 

or Winchester " 

" Yes, Captain." 

"And your interest," said the Captain, in a business tone, 
•'points to Winchester?" 

"Tes, indeed — I have some excellent lots there, as T hart 
before told yon." 

"Good! well, I have determined, as I informed you, 
madam, that Winchester shall be the place." 

"La! Captain! — but how can you — there is Lord Fair 
fax, a sweet nobleman, I am sure, but he is determined to 
have Stephensburg chosen." 

"Whether Lord Fairfax is a sweet nobleman or not, mj 
dear madam, is not the question: nor which of these two 
places he inclines to. I have time before court-day, and 
I win use it in your favor." 

" Oh, thank you — ^you are very good." 
"No: by no means: as I said before, my reward wili 
come from you. But that is beside the question. I pro- 
cured from your worthy father, whom I met on the road 
coming hither, these names of the justices. You wiU per- 
ceive that they are very nearly balanced equally — for and 
against Winchester. Two names, you see, are marked 
Doubtful. They are those of Argal and Hastyluck." 

The Captain leaned over the table, as did the lady: they 
were a great contrast : he with his dark, martial face, black 
moustache, and grotesque humor in the eyes, buried under 
their shaggy brows; she with her fair, plump face, and red 
lips, and affected simper. Their eyes met, and an odd 
snule passed over the features of each. 

"I will bring over Argal and Hastyluck," said Captain 
Wagner, watching his companion like a dog with head 
lowered, " and Winchester wUl be chosen.'" 
"In spite of Lord Fairfax ?" 
" Yes, indeed; in spite of eTerythin^ I" 
" Yon are so kind!" 
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" Yoa are the most disintarested person in ths world." 
"No, lam selfiah." 
"Lftl Captain." 

" And in proof of it I shall daim the reward for mj aer- 
noes." 
Hie lady blushed, casting down her eyes. 
" "Will yon grant me what I ask, should I succeed ?" 
" Oh, Captain," murmured his companion, with a flatter* 
ing hea^rt. 
" If tt is reasonable ?" 
"Ti — it — ^is reasonable — y — es." 

"GroodI" med Captain Wagner, rising, and bringing 
ids fist down on the table, like a battering ram, "then Win- 
chester shall, from this time, be the county-seat, and shall 
grow wealthy, and increase in population and in size, and in 
importance and in glory! Yes, I have determined upon 
that ! Stephensburg shall have its foolish ambition over- 
turned; for the more I ponder upon the matter, the more 
proper does it seem that Winchester — ^where your lots are, 
my dearest madam — should be the capital town of this great 
county. I rejoice, not only for my own present sake and 
yours, that such will be the event: but I see with pride that 
brilliant future, when the name of Captain Julius Wagner 
will be loved and respected by thousands now unborn: 
whrai they will possibly erect statues to him here in this 
beautiful land; and where — who knows ? — some one of that 
idle and disreputable, but still useful class called authors, 
diall write out an accoimt of my services in this matter, and 
print tbem with types such as are used for books, and so in- 
form the world of my patriotism ! — ^yes, of my chivalry, my 
devotedness, my — ^hum! I think I see that bright day 
coming, and I shall leave in my will a sum of monaf with 
which my children, or grandchildren — ^if I have any, which 
beaTaa grant ! — shall pay one of those scribblers, or Grub 
■teeets, as I havs heard them called, to vrrite about mj lila. 
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And therein, madam, your virtues will shine! therein yoa 
Till be rendered, from your connection with myself, immor- 
tal I — therein we will go down to posterity hand in hand, 
as I trust we shall do, even — ^hum ? — my horse there I" 
cried the Captain, breaking oS in the middle of his eloquent 
speech. 

"I am going," he added; " and now rest in peaee, miA 
am. Yonr interests are mine." 

With which speech Captain Wagner took his !«»?«. 
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XIX. 

OLD SDEMOBI^B. 

iHILE these scenes were occttring at the Ordin 
ary, the master of Greenway Court, leaned back 
in his tall carved chair, awBorbed in gloomy 
thought. 

His pale face indicated some concealed emotion — his Kpa 
were contracted sorrowfully, and the long eyelashes rested 
on his pallid cheek. He remained long thus buried in 
thought ; and then wearily rose erect in his seat and 
sighed. 

"Strange! very strange !" the Earl muttered, "that fatal 
likeness ! Never have I seen reproduced in human face » 
more perfect resemblance to another ! Falconbridge ? Fal- 
conbridge ? "Whence does he come ? Pshaw ! why should 
I wish to find out? "lis one of those fancies whiot 
seize on men at times : and yet I swear, as I bent 
over him, when something drove me in the dead of night to 
his chamber, I could have taken my oath that the face was 
the Tery same — eyes, lips and everything ! How like, too, 
the 'courage which made him spring up and pursue mel 
There I recognize the likeness again, as in the form — ^in the 
spirit as in the outward lineaments. Strange world! — 
strange life 1" 

And for some moments the Earl remained silent, hia 
breast shaken with sighs ; his lips quivering. Then he 
seemed to realize the foUy of his emotion : and by a great 
effort controlled himself. 

" What madness !" he murmured, "thus to yield to the 
ghost of the past, and shake like Hamlet at a shadow ! HI 
be stronger and colder. He will come to-day or to-monow, 
and I most not euate attention by my maimer. I mTUtgov- 
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em myseli Yes — the past most be buried : it is gcmOk 
Wbj rake in the ashes for burnt out hopes and memories f 
I am thousands of leagues from the scenes of othfflP dayi 
— ^let me not recall them ; let them sleep 1" 

And rising, the Earl put on his hat and gloves, and fol- 
lowed by his stag-hounds, wandejrod forth to theprair'i, iriil} 
jfMmderkDg, and pursuing liia secret thonghts. 
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XX. 
FntST LOTEi 

3E0EGE pushed his horse gaily up the monntalK. 
road, and ere long reached the spur upon which 
was situated the cabin of his singular host of the 
day before. 

As he approached it he observed above the great rock in 
rear, a light cloud of smoke which puzzled him greatly. It 
plainly did not issue from the chimney of the house ; and as 
no outbuildings were attached to the cabin, the smoke could 
not be that ot the kitchen. StOl, there it was : an unmis- 
takable cloud, rising slowly it seemed from the very fissure 
of the great mass of rock, and gentlr floating away among 
the fir trees. 

George was stiU occupied with this singular phenomenon, 
when all at once a form appeared at the door of the house 
which routed all his speculations, and gave Viirn something 
else to think about. 

It was the figure of Cannie : and in an instant the youth 
had thrown himself from his horse, and held in his own one 
of the soft hands of the girl, which she abandoned to him 
with her old air of grave sweetness and simplicity. There 
was much less constraint in her air now, however, than a^ 
first. She had evidently become acquainted with George ' 
and thus her greeting was more familiar and unceremo- 
sious. 

" Fm so glad you have come I" she said simply, "I did noi 
•ipeot to see you so soon." 

"I thought you might be sick from your wetting," h« 
nplied with a smile, as he looked into the pure sweet faoa 
Oaniiie smiled in retom. 
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"Oh no!" she said, "I am very well, I think, though 1 
oertainly have caught cold — ^but I am subject to colds." 

With which she coughed slightly ; and led the way into 
he house. 

" I don't see your father," said George, " is he absent?" 

"He is my grandfather," returned Cannie, in her low, 
■tnsical voice ; " and he is not far — shall I call him?" 

" Oh no 1 unless you're already very tired of me — Can- 

Die. 

George uttered the girl's name with a slight tremor in hia 
voice ; and the tell-tale blood rushed to his cheek as he 
gazed at her. Cannie exhibited no similar emotion — ^indeed 
seemed, rather, very much pleased at this absence of cere- 
mony. 

" I beg your pardon for mv familiarity," said George, 
blushing. "I scarcely knew I was spealdng so — calling you 
plain ' Cannie.' " 

" Beg my pardon ?" said the girl, ia a tone of surprise, 
" why should you ? I wish yon always to call me Cannie, if 
you please. We are Mends — mad you know that you saved 
my life." 

The words were uttered very simply and sweetly, — so 
sweetly indeed that George heard the tones of her voice 
many hours afterwards. His confusion disappeared entirely 
ere long : and proposing to Cannie a stroU on the mountain 
side — a proposition to which she at once assented — ^the boy 
and the girl were very soon rambling beneath the magnifi- 
cent foliage of the autumn forest. 

Bright hours full of magical tints and odors 1 — ^filled with 
■o much romance and delight ! They became a portion of 
his memory and heart : and long afterwards, far away in 
other scenes of hardship and paiu, he rwnembered them, and 
Bighed for his bright boyhood They wandered away along 
thei mountain side thus, with no aim in their wanderings, no 
consciousness of the sentiment that was ripening in their 
neArtb George only knew that Cannie waa there at hk 
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Me with her pure sweet face, and kind good eyes ; her lipa 
fall of cheerful, loying smiles ; her voice like soft music in his 
ears. When she rested on his arm in crossing some moon- 
taia rivulet, or gave him her hand to mount to tlie summit 
of a rock, George feltj he knew not why, a singular beating 
of the heart, and his cheeks flashed without the least re»- 
■on. 

Bright days of youth! — brighter thoughts of the Heart 1 
They are flowers that bloom but once, and then die. What 
ramaios is the wiry stalk and bald head. It may contain the 
■eed, but the odor and the bloom, where are they ? 

So George and Cannie wandered away for hours : and the 
golden autumn day sank iato their hearts, and filled them 
with its magical delight. When they came back home, they 
were silent, and happy. It seemed but a moment since ^-hey 
had left the house. 

In the main room they encountered the old man. 

" Grandpapa," said Cannie, " here is George." 

The old man returned the young man's greeting with easy 
courtesy. They then commenced conversing, Oannie joining 
easily in their talk. 

In the midst of one of the speaker's sentences, George ob- 
served a glittering object lying on the floor. It was a car- 
oZms, as the gold coin was then called, and George picked it, 
lip. To his astonishment it was itmost hot : and his look, 
as he held it out, betrayed his wmder. His host took it with 
a sardonic smile, which George afterwards remembered. 

" It is a coin I have just been experimenting on," said the 
old man ; " I dropped it and forgot to pick it up. I am a 
savant, or chymist. Master George, you must imderstand. I 
experiment on gold and silver. Tou no doubt saw the 
smoke from my furnace up there — and so let us turn to some- 
thing more interesting." 

With these words the speaker calmly put the coin in hia 
pocket, and changed the topic with the ease and grace of a 
khorough man of the world. Q«orge had never heard saoh 
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brilliant and profound talk from any one ; and for more thaa 
an honr he sat listening with delight to the absorbing mono- 
logae of the stranger. 

It was not until evening that the youth took hoe depart- 
ure ; and then it was with a promise that he would coma 
again. 

" Remember I am lonely," said Cannie, smiling and gi'nnj' 
him her hand, " as grandpapa is often busy. Come bac> 
soon!" 

George required no urging, a&d all the way btkok tc 
Gh'aaaway, heard her voice. 
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GAPTAm WAQNEB &OMS TO OAIL ON HIS FBIENI*. 

jHEN Captain Wagner undertook to perform any- 
thing, he was accustomed to set about it with a 
rapidity and energy almost fatal, in the very be- 
ginning, to an opponent of sluggish disposition. 

The Captain had come to the Valley of Virginia at the 
bidding of Lord Fairfax, to assist that nobleman with his 
counsel in the troublous days which were plainly lowering 
on the border: and in so doing, the soldier had only acted 
in conformity with his views of duty, and his war-instincts. 
As the Indian attack was evidently delayed for the time, 
however, as no breeze brought to the huge ears of the 
frontiersman the rumor of battle, as he was doomed to in- 
activity for the moment, and was not needed by his lord- 
ship — under this state of things it seemed to the Captain 
that his most rational employment would be a diligent ap- 
plication of his energies to the cause of Mrs. Butterton, vrith 
the prospective view of inducing that lady to become Mrs. 
Wagner, into which changed state she would doubtless 
carry vnth her, her thousand " desirabilities." 

These reflections had occurred to the soldier at his first 
interview, and we have been present at his formal declara- 
tion of war against Thomas, Lord Fairfax, Baron of Cam- 
eron, and Lord Lieutenant of Frederick and the shires 
adjacent. 

The Captain, after leaving Mrs. Butterton as we have seen 
him do, immediately set about his task. 

He instituted inquiries upon all sides; procured a full list 
ol the justices, with the greater part of whom he was p«r- 



106 rAiBFAz; ob, 

fectly well acquainted; and -with this basis ot operationt, 
and the comfortable assurance that there was quite a formi« 
dable party against Stephensburg and Lord Fairfax, and 
consequently in favor of Wiachester and Mrs. Butterton, 
cheerfully took to the iiigh road, and commenced bia 
rounds. 

It is not the puipofse of this nistory to follow the valiant 
Captain and great negotiator ia his campaign, or to repeat 
in detail the various and ev'ff-ready arguments which he 
used to impress his friends with the importance of selecting 
the village of Winchester for the county-seat. Perhaps we 
lose a most favorable opportunity ol showing the tremen- 
dous energy and conspicuous ingenuity of Captain Longknife. 
by passing thus over a series of scenes in which he was im- 
pressive and indefatigable — but, unfortunately, we are not 
now writing the history of Winchester. 

It is enough, then, to say that the Captain returned to the 
Ordinary, three or four days afterwards, with a countenance 
in which might easily have been discerned an expression ol 
much pride and triumph. 

"Faith, madam!" he said, bending down and pressing 
gallantly to his lips the plump hand of Mistress Butterton, 
who smiled, and murmured, "La, Captain!" and covered 
her face -with, her fan, " faith, madam! I begin to think that 
I ought to have undertaken more in your behalf — ^to have 
the county-seat moved to Belhaven, or, as these new-fangled 
folks begin to call it, Alexandria, or even to Williamsburg, 
or the village of Bichmond, or any other town in which you 
may have property ! Be easy on the subject, my dear msid- 
am, for this very morning I am going to finish everything, 
I'm going to see Argal, and that rascal Hastyluck, &nd I 
want company. Where's your gallant acquaintance, Fal 
eonbridge, our mutual friend ?" 

The lady smiled, and with an innocent air, said ; 

" I think he has gone before you, Captain." 

"Gone before?" 
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"ToMr. ArgalV 

And the lady laughed. 

"Bather to Miss Argal's," said the OaptaiSt fro\nuiig, and 
looking thoughtfoL 

"Yes." 

"He'sinlDva!" 

"Is he?" 

" Dead in love I What a foolish fellow I" 

" Hem I" said Mrs. Bntterton, gently, and with a dangwr 
ons look, " do you think that is very foolish, Captaiu 1" 

" It would not be in your case, beautiful and* 

"Oh, Captain!" 

"May the 1 — ^well, that's wrong: but I will maintain, with 
fire and sword, the good sense of the individual who falls in 
love with you! — that is," added the Captain, guardedly, " I 
will cut the throats of all persons, or individuals, who pre- 
sume to do anything of the sort." 

With which somewhat inconsistent declaration. Captain 
Wagner again kissed the hand he held in his huge paw, 
pushed up his black moustache with his finger, as was hab- 
itual with him, and issuing forth, moimted his horse, and 
took his way toward Mr. Axgal's. 
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THE OAPTAIK BEVELS IN THE OEEATIONS OF HIS FAKOY. 

ilALCOKBEIDGE I— Madam Bertha I" muttered 
the soldier, gloomily, as he went onward, " infat- 
uated! EeaUy, nothing is more astonishing than 
this passion, or indeed madness, as one may 
caU it, which inTades a man's heart when his locks are still 
black, his moustache untouched by gray. But this is not 
an iafaUible test, since I, myself, am not at all gray. But 
then, I, myself," continued the Captain, philosophically 
carrying on a logical fencing with himself, as with another 
person, " I, myself, possibly am in love. In love ! what ro- 
mance and foUy, and all that ! StiE the fair lady yonder is 
not unworthy of the affection of a soldier, and a man of 
intelligence — a good, sensible, fair, wealthy, and very engag- 
ing widow 1 If that don't satisfy an individual in search of 
matrimony, nothing can. I'll have herl — ^may the devil eat 
me whole but m have herl On 1 Injun-hater, on 1" 

And the Captain dug his spurs into the huge sides of the 
inorting animal, and went onward like a moving mountain. 

He soon reached Mr. Argal's — dismounted — and entered. 
It was a plain and rudely-constructed house, with few com- 
forts about it, and scarcely discernible at the distance of 
ifty yards, so dense was the clump of trees in which it 
■tood. 

The Captain was met on the threshold by Mr. Argal, who 
politely welcomed him, and led him into the house, wher« 
dinner was being placed upon the table. The Captain 
■anffed up the rich cior of the repast, plain as it was, and 
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« mild expression drffased itself over his martial ootinte- 
nance. Dinner must have been invented by the earliest in- 
habitants of the globe, Captain Wagner often said, and h« 
hailed it as one of the greatest discoveries vrhich had ever 
adorned science. To say the truth, the soldier had as 
equally exalted opinion of the individual, or individnaL)^ 
vrho discovered breakfast, supper, intermediate meals, and 
all descriptions of eating. 

After satisfying himself that his material wants would be 
amply supplied, Captain Wagner looked around him to see 
where Falconbridge could be — as to Miss Axgal, he never 
felt a very great anxiety to see her: for which the honest 
Captain probably had a good reason. They were neither 
•f them visible, but soon made their appearance, the arm of 
the young girl resting upon that of her companion, and hei 
bright eyes turned to him. Falconbridge grasped the hand 
of the Captain with hearty pleasure, and declared himself 
deHghted to see him: to which the Captain replied in the 
same tone. Then, after some conversation, the party sat 
down to dinner. The Captain ate with great gusto, and 
emptied more than one fair cup of wine, or — ^more accurate- 
ly speaking, Jamaica rum. In those days wines were not 
much affected, especially upon the border ; the meUow rum 
of Jamaica was the favorite beverage; and, as we have said, 
this was Captain Wagner's chosen drink. 

At the termination of the repast, and when all rose and 
walked out in the fine October evening, the Gfeptain found 
himself in excellent condition for the attack upon Mr. 
Argal. 

He was speedily left alone with that individual; for Fal- 
conbridge and the young lady accidentally wandered off to- 
ward the prairie, a glimpse of which appeared through a 
glade in the woods, toward the south; and the Captain's 
eloquence had thus full scope and room to move in, without 
fear of interruption 

The difficulty experienced by the vety beat Btenographen 
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in reporting the utterances of great orators, is pa:t»rerW«l 
and undisputed. We find ourselTes in this predicament in 
relation to the harangue of Captain Wagner on this occa- 
Bon. Full of his subject, in a talkative and eloquent mood, 
and with an important end to attain, the Captain's oration 
was really remarkable. It was also sprinkled with the 
newest and most impressive flowers of speech, of that 
description which the soldier was accustomed to use in 
decorating his utterances — and the originality and beauty 
of these newly-coined forms of expression riveted the atten- 
tion of his smiling and amused auditor. As to his eulogium 
upon the town of Winchester, it was almost sublime in ita 
eloquence and enthusiasm. 

"A magnificent situation!" cried the Captain, pushing 
up his moustache; " the pearl of towns, the paragon of 
villages I Like Eome and other cities of Asia, which grew 
up from small beginnings. Winchester, my dear friend, is 
destined to rule the world ! But perhaps that is too strong 
— I wish to confine myself strictly within the most reason- 
able bounds — I will be moderate, and say that Winchester 
is destined to be the capital of Virginia ! I expect to see 
his Excellency, Governor Gooch, take up his residence there, 
and leave forever that abominable county town, called 
Williamsburg — 1 expect everything; and nothing is too 
good for that noble village ! Who knows but his Majesty, 
George IE., attracted by the wide-spread fame of the place, 
may some day set out from London on a visit to Winches- 
ter, and delight the hearts of his faithful subjects of Vir- 
ginia with a sight of his royal and divine physiognomy ! I 
think I see myself his herald and king at arms, riding be« 
fore the royal chariot, through Loudoun Street, on Injun- 
hater, and crying to the crowd : " Make way, my friends I 
his Majesty is coming. Ihia, sir, is the future of Winches- 
ter — and is anything so splendid to be descried in tha 
future of Stephensburg — a mere assemblage of huts, and 
Bnworthy of the least attention i You are laughing at m», 
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my dear friend, and you think I am not impaiiial. Well, 
maybe Fm not — and this is all my jesting. But recollect, 
my dear Mend, what I say — recoUect what Wagner said 
when it is fulfilled: — m one year from this time, therell ba 
a splendid wagon road from Winchester to the ferry, on the 
Potomac, and the town will have its jaU, and court-house of 
the finest logs !" 

Having uttered these words with deep solemnity, Cap- 
tain Wagner paused a moment, and revolved the remaining 
points of his subject not yet touched upon. 

We need not follow the conversation further ; it is enougk 
to say that when Falconbridge and Miss Argal made theit 
appearance again, Captain Wagner had received from hia 
companion a promise to vote for Winchester — a matter, he 
said, of no importance to him, and rather in accordance with 
his previous convictions of what would be most advisable. 

" And now. Captain," said Mr. Argal, " is there any more 
intelligence of Indians ?" 

"You heard the rumors: but that's little. I thimk, mj 
dear friend, that we shall hear from the South Branch be- 
fore long. Body o' me! you can't trust those rascals, 
because you don't see or hear them : — ^you can't, on that ac- 
count, be sure that they're not at joxa very doors: and this 
young lady might have been carried away yonder in a mo- 
ment, in spite of the presence of her gallant." 

" Bah ! Captain !" said Falconbridge, as he drew near, 
smiling, " you can't frighten me." 

" I wouldn't attempt it, comrade. Such men as we ar« 
don't get frightened But In^s are Injuns I" 

"Well, let them come," said Falconbridge, laughing; " wa 
ftre equal to them in strength." 

"And the women ?" 

"Ahl" 

"And the children?" 

"You are right— I forgot them, boy that I anu" 

"In case the Injuns show their noses, aompanion," i* 
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pKed the Captain, " I undertake to say that you mfl not 
possibly be able to forget the said woman and children." 

" How, Captain ?" 

" They have a way of squalling — an awful noise it is, at 
may the fiend seize me I" 

" I couldn't bear that," said Falconbridge; " I never could 
endure the thought that a woman or a child was suffering. 
I would close my ears to it, if I could not strike !" 

" Well, you may, perhaps, have to close your ears, com- 
panion, before the arrival of the blood-thirsty rascals." 

" What do you mean. Captain ?" 

' I mean that Mr. Gideon Hastyluck speaks of having old 
Powell, up yonder, and his daughter, whose name is Cannie 
— a sweet child — ^burned as witches, at the next assizes." 

"Burned?" 

" Yes." 

"A man?" 

" And his daughter." 

" You jest. Captain 1" 

" I'm in dead earnest 1" 

"For witchcraft?" 

" Precisely." 

"Why, it is barbarous! — worse than the bloodiest mur- 
der: a man and his daughter burned for witchcr-i-ft!" 

"Then you do not believe in witchcraft, comrade, eh?" 

" T believe nothing, and disbelieve nothing." 

"\ery well," said the Captain, "that is just my case- 
only if that fellow, Hastyluck, makes me ang/y, I will cut 
off both his ears. SufiBcient unto the day is the evil thereof. 
Let us dismiss the subject, and it's in very good time, as I 
see the sun setting yonder, and a storm brewing. Com- 
rade," he said, turning to Falconbridge, " wiU you go ?" 

There was so much sternness and gloom in Captain Wag- 
ner's voice, as he uttered these latter words, that Falcon- 
bridge, for a moment, remained silent, gazing with astonish- 
msBt at him. Then his eyee turned suddenly towai i the 
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iady — ^her hand had pressed Lis axm, that was all: she mm 
looking with a smile at the evening sky. 

"No, my dear Captain," he said; "I think 111 prolong 
my visit a little. When I am in agreeable company, I am 
loth to leave it." 

"Good, good!" said Captain Wagner, indifferently, but 
gazing with a wistful look at the open, careless face of Fal« 
conbridge, "I can understand that. But I am not a young- 
ster, amd I really must go." 

He turned his eyes as he spoke toward Miss Argal; and 
his rapid glance took in every detail of her figure — ^her head 
bent down — ^her glossy curls half covering her cheeks— her 
rosy lipo ha5f parted and moist — ^her brilliant eyes veiled by 
the long and dusky lashes, but raised from time to time to- 
ward her companion: all this Captain Wagner saw, and the 
frown grew deeper. 

He said nothing, however, and refusing to accept Mr. 
Argal's invitation to remain all night, went and mounted his 
horse, and set forward. 

Palconbridge remained haK an hour longer; and then 
seeing the storm rapidly rising, also took his departure — 
but not so sullenly as Captain Wagner. 

He went on, at full gallop, gaily through the darkness 
which lightning from time to time Ultuninated : and his coun- 
tenance clearly indicated of whom he was thinking. 

The dazzling beauty of the woman whom he had just left, 
had intoxicated the young man; and he went on with the 
carelessness of a lover, or a madman, without heeding the 
lightning or the storm. 

A brighter flash than he had yet witnessed, lit up the 
road, and he saw a tall, dark horseman before him, who 
30uld be no other than Captain Wagner — and so, upon a 
nearer approach, it proved. The Captain had ridden at a 
measured pace; Faloonbridge had galloped furiously; and 
thus they had encountered each other. 
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xxnL 

CAPTAIS WAGNBE DI80OUE8ES ON THE NaTCKB CW f AHTHmS. 

'ATTAIN WAGNER quietly returned Falcon- 
bridge's salute; and touching his horse with tha 
spur, galloped on by his side without speaMng. 
"Well, my dear Captain," said his companion, 
' you did not expect to see me ?" 

" No, I did not," said the soldier. 

"Why?" 

" Because you were with a woman." 

"Pshaw!" cried Falconbridge: "you think me a mere 
lady's man." 

« No — ^but how did you succeed in getting away ?" asked 
the Captain. 

" Succeed in getting away?" 

"Yes, pardy! It seems there is much to attract you 
yonder." 

" Is anything more natural than that I should wish to get 
to the Ordinary before the storm ? See 1 that flash ! and 
the thunder ! I doubt whether, even at the rapid pace we 
are now going, we shall arrive without a drenching." 

Captain Wagner made no reply, and the two horses 
continued to devour the space with their long gallop, which 
was so regular that but one footfall could be heard. At last 
the Captain turned, and said, abruptly : 

" Comrade, you are from the Lowlands, down yonder, are 
jrounot?" 

" Yes, from Tide-water. Why do you ask?" 

" Oh, mere curiosity; fine animals you have down than 
—TOUT horse for instance." 
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" Yes, lie's of the purest blood — out of Mariana aj Botib 
well — a racer." 

" I belieye you; he is eating the road like wildfire — wors« 
than a rabbit at a head of cabbage. But there is one very 
beautiful animal which I have never yet seen in the Low 
Country, and though the breed of horses there is superior, I 
believe, to the mountain nags, I think we are ahead of yon 
in" 

"In what, Captain?" 

"Panthers," said the Captain, concisely. 

" Panthers ? I have never seen one." 

" Are you sure ?" 

« Certainly." 

"Quite sure?" 

"Absolutely — ^there are none on Tide-water." 

" That does not matter, comrade — ^not in the least." 

"How so?" 

" You may have seen them siace your arrival in this fi>e 
eountiy of the Valley, or the devil eat me 1" 

" I have not, however." 

"Do you know a panther when you see it?" 

"No." 

"How, then, can you say you have encountered none? 
Answer that, pardy ! companion !" 

Falconbridge endeavored to make out the expression of 
the Captain's face through the darkness. What could this 
persistence of the soldier in one subject, a subject of no 
|itere«it to him, signify? 

"Well, have it as you wiU, Captain," he said, smiling, 
' perhaps I may have seen these animals — describe one to 
Ae.' 

' Ah 1" replied Wagner, " at last you are becoming curi- 
ous! Well, I vnll do as you wish. Listen, then, to the 
inscription of a panther." 

" I hsten." 

The soldier was silent, and seemed to be struggling \rith 



118 tahltax OB, 

himself — debating in the depths si his acute ani vigorotn 
brain whether it were advisable or not to follow a certain 
course. But Palconbridge did not perceive the singular 
expression of the Captain's face, or indeed, hear hia dubioiu 
mutterings; the darkness shrouded completely his compan- 
ion's person — ^the hoof-strokes of the horse drowned bis 
growl. The expression of the soldier's countenance would 
have afforded his companion much food for thought. That 
expression was both stem and pitying, gloomy and satiricaL 

The Captain remained thus silent for some time. 

" But your description of a panther, Captain," repeated 
Palconbridge. 

" WeU, in the first place," said the soldier, " eyes both 
soft and fiery — that is to say, as tender-looking as the leal 
of a fiower in bloom, and at the same time as brilliant as a 
fiame of fire." 

"Indeed I" 

"Tes! extraordinary eyes, wondrous eyes; both human 
and iahuman, attractive and repulsive, but far nK>re fascin- 
ating than menacing, or the devil take me! It is only at 
certain times that these eyes menace you, and then they 
blaze 1" 

" Ab 1" said Falconbridge, " then you have seen both ex- 
pressions ?" 

" Tes, often ! a wondrous pair of optics, that draw yon 
toward them, however firm you may be, as the sun draw^ 
I am told, the fixed stars, pardy !" 

Palconbridge laughed at this illustration- 

"Well," he said, "continue." 

" Next the voice is not less wonderfuL" 

"The voice r 

" Oertaraly." 

"Of a panther? Has a panther a voice, Captain — • 
roioer 

"Nothing leaa I Have yon never read of the strange ay- 
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tn^ of a chUd, which hunters have heard iu the deep foresta 
in their expeditions?" 

"Ah, yes ! I now recollect " 

"Well, that is one of the tones of the panther's voice. 
You understand," continued the soldier with a cold sneer — 
" a ferocious, blood-thirsty animal, worse than a tiger, or a 
rattlesnake, cries Uke a little fathng baby for its amuse- 
ment?" 

"Strange, indeed 1" 

"But this voice, which can sigh, and waU, and murmui 
iike a baby's, can also send terror to the strongest heart I" 

"Yea" 

" To proceed, then, with my description of this fine animal" 

"Captain — ^your voice I the tones of it I how singularly 
you speak ! but pardon me." 

" Oh, my voice, it is true, can't compare with a panther's 
but, nevertheless, I have the advantage in one particular. 1 
have never yet seen the panther who could ease his feehngs 
with a good round 'devil take me!' But let me finish. 
Next to the eyes and the voice come the velvet covering, the 
graceful movement, the beautiful, sharp teeth, and the 
sharper claws; but here again is an astonishing thing; with 
these teeth the fine panther, male or female, actually 
smiles " 

" Smiles ? Captain, you mean, more than you say 1 There 
is a covert meaning in this description my mind struggles 
to make out 1'* 

" Covert ? How is that — ^it is as accurate a description as 
possible; no fiction, no imagination, or may the devil fly 
away with me !" 

" Proceed !" murmured Falconbridge. 

"1 was saying that as the panther, with its fine voioe, 
could not only make you shudder, but also fill you ydtb 
pity as for a poor Uttle crying child, so with its fine teeth it 
cannot only tear you to pieces, but just as easily persuade 
you that its nature is aU tenderness and love — hy mtiiling 



118 Fairfax; ok, 

nnderstand — a soft, gentle, fascinating smile! I have sees 
it, or the deTil take me !" 

"Captain, Captain!" murmured Falconbridge, passing 
his hand over his forehead." 

"Then the claws," continued the soldier, paying no at- 
tention to this inteiTuption, " they are gifted with the sin- 
gular power of drawing themselves in, and burying them- 
Bslves beneath the velvety hair, you understand " 

"Yes!" 

"Then when they are so di-awn back, you touch nothing 
bat a soft, velvet cushion, which natural historians have 
most ungaHantly called a paw — I say ungallantly, because all 
this time I have been speaking of the female panther, or 
perhaps I may say pantheress. You have a beautiful, soft 
cushion before you, a pretty thing to toy and play with — 
nothing more — no claws any where visible; you compre- 
hend?" 

"Perfectly!" 

" But if you happen to excite the slumbering ferocity of 
the fine lady panther, why this beautiful, soft palm will turn 
into a bundle of iron springs, the sharp claws will dart forth 
like magic; and the bright teeth which you admired so 
much will come to the assistance of the claws; and there I 
yo"j find the consequences of intimacy with a pantheress I 
When your friend, Kneasy at your absence, comes to 
search for you, he finds a mangled body, half-devoured, and 
emptied of every drop of blood; panthers Uke blood!" 

"Captain — Captain Wagner!' murmured Falconbriugs, 
" speak to mo as a friend — speak to me in plain words — ^you 
mean " 

" That I do not like panthers, male or female," said Oap- 
tam Wagner, sullenly ; " they are too tender and cruel, too 
beautiful and fatal with their imdulating bodies, their grace- 
ful limbs, their soft, velvety covering, their smiles, their siglu- 
their fasciaating glances 1" 

"OiVtainl Captainl" 
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" They smile too sweetly and bite too ferociously ' Tht 7 
Mkress too softly the victim before tearing Vn'm to pieces, ac d 
lapping -with a snule his heart's blood! Would you have cit; 
like the animal when I know it so well '" 

Falconbridge was silent for a moment, evidently overcomH 
by this terrible allegory. At last he said, with much agita« 
tion : 

" Captain I friend I why have you spoken with such ome] 
jnmity of Miss Argal ?" 

" I have spoken of no one," said the Captain gloomily ; 
* I have Qot mentioned Miss Argal's name ! I have spoken 
of an animal which I should fear mortally, were not my 
muscles of force sufficient to catch that animal in my arms, 
were she to spring upon me, and there crush her 1" 

Falconbridge, plunged in distarbed thought, made no re- 
ply. They galloped on for a quarter of a mile in silence, and 
then the moon came out between the lurid clouds. The 
atorm had passed away toward the south. 

Captain Wagner, chancing to look at his companion, saw 
that he was very pale, and that his forehead was covered 
with a cold sweat. The words of the soldier seemed to have 
paralyzed h\m^ for he remained perfectly silent — ^with eyes 
full of wonder, fixed far away upon the distance. 

Not a word more was uttered by either of the compamona 
until they reached the Ordinary, and here they separated, 
and retired to their beds. 

With Falconbridge the night was a vigil of wonder and in' 
vadulity. 
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XXIV. 

fiEFLKOnONS »F CAPTAIN LOIOKHOT. 

*OMIE days after the scenes which we have tried 
to make pass before the eyes of the reader. Gap- 
tain Wagner, who had been iminterraptedly en- 
gaged in conferences with the Earl, bethought him 
of paying some attention to his private affairs. According- 
ly, one morning before the sun had risen he donned hia 
warlike accoutrements, mounted " Injunhater," and set out 
for the Ordinary. 

The sun soon appeared above the brow of tha mountain, 
and scattered the river mist before him. The landbcape 
waked up, the birds began to sing, and not to be behind 
them, the Captain shouted lustily an old border ballad, with 
an ardor wiooh was superior to its musical execution. 

" The fact is," he said in a confidential tone, after finishing 
the chorus, " the fact is, I was not intended to delight the 
world by the sweet tones of my voice. Astonishing, but 
dooms true I It's not given to everybody to excel in all things, 
and this is one of my failings. On, Injunhater I" 

And the worthy touched his great black animal with the 
»pur, and cantered along gaily, presenting, as he moved 
through the burnishing sunlight, an exceedingly striking and 
oiartial appearance. 

"A fine morning, by the snout of the dragon I" continued 
the Captain, looking round with satisfaction on the expanse 
of lorest and prairie. "I should like to feel for onoa 
like Fairfax yonder, that the world belonged to me— that 1 
vas master. But wherefore ? Am I not better off by tat 
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than this good baron of Cameron ? First, I am a ooiamoj: 
individiial — and these lords must have such a weary time 
Then I laugh, and the baron only sighs ! He eats little ot 
nothing, and at this moment I coald devour a raw buffalo, 
or I'm a dandy ! To end the whole matter I'm going to see 
my wife — ^I'm going to breakfast with my intended ! A noble 
woman, a real fairy, though she's so fat. But who cares ? I 
rather like fat people ! They laugh where lean ones groan ; 
III have this one ! If I don't I'U eat my head I" 

And the Oaptain seemed inspired by the reflection and 
pushed on more rapidly. Then as he gazed in the direc- 
tion of the Ordinary his brow clo^ided — ^he was thinking of 
Falconbridge. 

"A noble fellow!" he muttered, — ' ^ heart of oak — an 
honest boy( And he's going to his doom as sure as my 
name's "Wagner. Well, I've done all I can, and more than 1 
have liked — ^things must go on their way. He has had full 
warning, and though my breast aches at the thought that 
he's going to bleed, I am done with it. Woman, woman I 
why can't we male things stay away from them ? We die 
for them — ^which is better than living for 'em sometimes ! 
We laugh at 'em, sneer at 'em, curl our moustaches with a 
high-handed air, and then we go kneel down, and make 
fools of ourselves. Why did they enter the world ever ? 
What is it that draws us so toward 'em ?" 

The Captain knit his brows as he saw the tavern before 
him, and after some moments of silence, muttered grimly : 
" Woman ! woman ! wherever you torn in this miserabU 
world, you're sure to find a woman 1 — and an individoal 9i 
the masculine bot- not far off l** 
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XXV. 

sow ISM TOWN OF STEPHENSBTJBG, 0THEEWI8B NIWTOWKj WAi 
SOLD FOB A FLAGON OF PTTNCH. 

?HE Captain proceeded toward the Ordijaar:f 
without farther reflections, or at least utterance, 
and was soon entering the door of the main 
apartment. 

A disagreeable picture awaited him. The handsome wid- 
ow was leaning familiarly upon Monsieur Jambofs shoulder, 
and conversing confidentially with that gentleman. Whether 
she had heard the sonorous neigh of Injunhater, and arrang- 
ed for his rider's benefit this pleasing little tableau — or 
whether the idea of making her admirer jealous had never 
entered the mind of the lady, we cannot say. But she cer- 
tainly exhibited great surprise and confusion. Monsieur 
Jambot only scowled. 

On this trying occasion Captain Wagner acted with that con- 
sTUnmate knowledge of the female character which his friends 
doclared made him so dangerous. He squeezed Monsieur 
jT,mbot's lily white hand with the warmest and most frater- 
ad regard — greeted Mrs. Butterton politely but with easy 
uidiflference — and then turning his back in a careless way, 
pioceeded to converse with Mynheer Van Doring, taking no 
{miher notice either of the Frenchman or the lady, 

The result of this stratagem was soon apparent. Mrs, 
Butterton pouted, tossed her fair head, and abandoned thei 
ricinity of Monsieur Jambot, whose teeth began to grint] 
•gainst each other. 

Captain Wagner did not move. He was perfectly 8b> 
Corbedin his conversation with the fat landlord. 
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The lady lightly touched his shoulder: — ^he turned indif' 
lerently. 

" Why do you treat me so unfriendly, Captain ?" Raid thA 
lady; " aU because I was looking at that music ?" 

" TJnfriendlyj madam!" ejaculated the Captain, "I am not 
unfriendly — ^but I know too well what is expected of a sol- 
dier in the presence of the fair sex. As you were conver*" 
ing with Monsieur Jambot, I was too polite to intemipt 
you." 

And the Captain raised his head with martial dignity 
and hauteur, with which was mingled a proud misery. 

Mrs. Butterton put her handkerchief to her eyes and 
sobbed. The Captain set his teeth together, and summoned 
all his resolution. 

Another sob issued from the handkerchief. Monsieur 
Jambot rose to his feet with ferocious rapidity. In a mo- 
ment his little dress-sword was drawn, and he had con- 
fronted the Captain, whom he charged, in a voice hoarse 
with rage, with making Madame " grieve." 

Captain Wagner drew his sabre, courteously saluted, and 
took his position with the coolness of an old swordsman. It 
was then that Mrs. Butterton threw herseK between them 
with sobs and tears, beseeching them to be friends — for her 
sake, for the sake of goodness gracious — and on other 
grounds. 

"For the sake of a lady," returned Captain Wagner, 
coldly, "I am prepared to do anything. But blood will 
come of this, or the devU take it ! Blood, sir I" 

And the Captain struck ferociously, the hilt of his sword, 
which weapon he slowly returned to its scabbard. Mon- 
sieur Jambot declared his entire willingness to fight all the 
Capitaines in the world, singly, or together— and then with 
his hands superbly placed upon his hips, and his hat cocked 
fiercely, sauntered carelessly from the apartment. 

Then commenced a terrible scene between the Captain 
■ad Mrs. Butterton. We forbear to relate the partiool»f» 
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The lady was the pleader — the soldier was the dignified 
listener. For a long time he remained obdurate — ^in th« 
end he melted. When Mr8. Butterton brought him Jamai- 
ca with her own fair hands, and provided all else which he 
wished, with smiles i^reaMng through tears, the Captain 
fairly succumbed. He took the chubby hand and kissed it 
gallantly — declared he was more her devoted slave than 
ever — and then busied himself in mingling his morning 
dram , for which he possessed a recipe known only to him- 
seK. 

" EeaJly, my dear madam," said the worthy, now com- 
pletely moUified by the sight of breakfast coming in, "you 
are the paragon of your sex. Tou resemble the goddess 
I>iana, or I'm a dandy ! — Diana rising from the sea; for 
which reason she was called Diana TJrainy. Tou are hex 
very image !" 

"La, Captain 1" said the lady with a simper, "you are 
really too flattering !" 

At the same moment, a loud and harsh voice on the stair- 
way was heard calling. 

"Who's that, in the devil's name ?" said the Borderer. 

" Oh, only Major Hastyluck, who slept here last night." 

" m wager my head against a sixpence that he didn't see 
the way to bed, madam." 

And the Captaia's black moustache curled imtil his long 
white teeth resembled icicles pendent from the eaves of a 
house. 

"I fear he was — ^intoxicated," was Mrs. Butterton's reply 
with a smile ; "how shocking I" 

"Oh, dreadful, avrful, really deplorable, my dear madam, 
■nd what's he calling for?— there again ! like the growl of k 
bear, or I'm a dandy I" 

In fact Major Hastyluck was calling violently to old Hana, 
the waiter. 

"Goming, sir,' said Hans quietly: and ascending leisiir»> 
^jr» he WM heard ccnvepsing with the Major. Soon he reap' 
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pearad, annonncing' that Major Hastyluck was impatient 
for his morning draught, and all at once a brilliant thought 
strnck the Captain. He had secured the votes ol precisely 
one half of the justices, for the establishment of the coanty- 
Beat at Winchester — and Major Hastyluck's vote would 
decide all. The reflection stimulated the worthy to a tre- 
mendous exertion of poHteness. This was no less than to 
Bend up to the official gentleman, the flagon of dehghtfol 
punch which he had just brewed, with every ingredient, and 
in the highest perfection. 

"Take that up, Hans, my hogshead," said the soldier, 
handing him the cup, " and present it to the Major with the 
resj^cts of Captain Wagner." 

Hans obeyed, and very soon descended again, with the 
request, on the part of the Major, that Captain Wagner 
would brew him another supply. To this task the Captain, 
who had meanwhile attended to his own wants, addressed 
himself immediately — and very soon after the justice made 
his appearance. He was a little weasen man, with a dried 
np physiogomy, of a fiery red hue, and carried himseK with 
an immense affectation of dignity and superiority. 

"My dear Major!" cried the Captain, "I am really de- 
lighted to see you — ^you arrive at a moment when my heart 
K open, just as breakfast is coming. How is your health ?" 

"Hum! — ^hahl — ^thank you. Captain Wagner, pretty well, 
fretty well Tou are lately arrived, sir ?" 

" Precisely — from Belhaven, on the Potomac, down there." 

" A thriving place." 

"Yes, but by no means equal to Winchester, or I'm a 
dandy!" 

" Hum ! — ^perhaps — hum !" 

And with these oracular words. Major Hastyluck sat down 
to breakfast, slightly staggering as he did so. His appe- 
tite once satisfied, he rose with the same oracular expression 
wmI ux. The Captain soon followed, and lighting a com* 
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cob pipe with a reed stem, which he toot from the m&nbA 
piece, he addressed himself to business. 

"How did you like that beverage I sent you, my deaf 
Majorf" said the Captain, sending forth clouds of foamy 
smoke; "was it a scorcher — as mild as milk, and as strong 
as a yoke of oxen, eh ?" 

" It was a pleasant draught," returned the Justice; " I 
wiU freely say, more pleasant than any which I have tasted 
for many years — ahem !" 

"The fact is, I make ii by a recipe known only to myself 
and my respected grandmother— /ormerZj/ knovm by that 
excellent lady, I mean — and as she has now, alas ! paid the 
debt of nature, you understand, I am the sole depositary o* 
the recipe." 

This announcement seemed to excite unusual interest in 
breast of the Major. He assumed a coaxing expression, aiid 
said in a wheedling voice, almost wholly divested of his 
habitual pomposity : 

" Is it a very great secret. Captain ?" 

"Secret!" cried the soldier; "I believe you ! I promised 
my venerable grandmother that no one should ever worm it 
out oi me." 

" That is unlucky. I'd give a great deal to have it, Captain." 

"Understand me," added the Borderer, curling his mous- 
tache, and assuming a serious expression, "there was one 
condition to my promise: that those individuals who proved 
themselves my true friends should participate with me." 

'Ah, indeed! Well, I trust that you regard me as ona 
of those — ^hum I" 

"That depends upon circumstances, my dear Major. 
Ton can easily convince me, however. Prove yourself mj 
friend — ^vote for Winchester for the county-seat." 

" Winchester? Why, what interest have you there. Cap- 
kainr 

"What interest? Can you ask? Axe you ignorant, mj 
dear friend, that I possess large and valaable estates iniaM> 
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diately in that vicimty? I and my friends, General Adam 
Stephen, and Colonel Carter, are the real owners of all thii 
r^on, or the deyil take it ! "We let Fairfax live yonder aa 
ft fevor — and to make a long story short, I want the comity 
■eat at Winchester." 

The Major shook his little withered head doubtfully. 

" Very well, my dear comrade," returned the Captain; "I 
don't need your vote as yet — ^but I warn you that you haT« 
lost the only chance of getting my recipe." 

The Major groaned. 

"Will nothing else do. Captain ?" 

"Nothing." 

" And if I were to make the bargain," he added, looking 
round guardedly, " would it be confidential ?" 

" Confidential? I wouldn't breathe it to myself." 

" Then it's a bargain 1" returned the worthy; " and now 
for the recipe." 

" Wait a moment, my dear Major," said the Captain; " in 
business matters I always Uke to proceed regularly. Let 
me draw up something in the shape of a little contract — it 
wiU prevent mistakes." 

And going to a table, he requested the fair widow to 
supply him with pen, ink, and paper. This was soon done 
by the smiling lady, and the worthy Borderer spread a sheet 
before him, and dipped the pen in the ink. After a mo- 
ment's reflection, during which he assisted the operations 
of his intellect by tugging violently at the black fringe upon 
his Up, he traced upon the page, in a large, sprawling hand, 
decorated with a myriad of ornamental spatters, the foUow- 
ing lines : 

"li is hereby agreed between Captain Julias Wagner, otberwis*' 
ealled Captain Bloody Longknife, and Majoi Gideon Hastylnck, a jns- 
tise of Frederick, in the parish of Shenandoah, which is a fine cotmtry, 
or Tm a dandy, that in consideration of Captain Jnlins Wagner, soma* 
times callel Jnlins Caesar TVagner, giving np to the said Hastyluok th« 
ffOM fat ™»T"Tijr ram panoh, -which lecipe the said Wagner got 
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his »god and mach deplored grandmotlier, who redded in Stafford 
Oonnty, and on aooount of never sending for doctors, a sort of people 
that she never conld bear, succeeded in living to almost the tndy stu- 
prising and wonderful age of a hundred years — ^that as aforesaid, in 
consideration of Captain Wagner's giving to the said Major Hasi^lncli 
{he said recipe, the said Hastyluck shall vote for Winchester, when the 
neit court comes to fix the county-seat, as ihey are bound to do, at th« 
town of Winchester, which will prove in the opinion of us, the unde- 
signed, the future seat of empire of the VaUey. 

" And to the faithful discharge of the conditions in this paper, binding 
on us, we the underwriters, pledge our respective words, and fix our 
seals — Captain Julius Wagner intending immediately to brew a fiagon ot 
the drink above mentioned, wherewith both parties shall wet the bar- 
gain." 

Captain Wagner execnted a masterly flourish beneath thia 
document, which he evidently regarded with much pride 
and satisfaction — and then affixed his name in letters nearly 
an inch long. Major Hastyluck, with a business-Kke air did 
the same, and the Borderer put the agreement in his 
pocket. 

"And now for the punch, Captain — the recipe and the 
' flagon ' which I think you speak of brewing in the latter 
portion of that document.' 

"It shall be forthcoming at onoe, my dear Major — at 
once." 

And first carefully writing down the desired formula, the 
worthy soldier applied himself to mingling the new supply 
in silence. Ere long it was rapidly descending the insatiate 
throat of Major Hastyluck ; as to the Captain, he was ohtifik- 
Irng to himself and muttering: 

" I've the majority now, or may the — ^hum I /our health, 
my dear Major, your very good health!" 

In this way was the town of Stephensburg sold for s 
flagon of rum punch and fbm recipe to make it. Kercheval, 
in his History of the VaUey, says : " Tradition relates that 
Fairfax was much more partial to Stephensburg than ha 
was to Winchester," but an opponent " out-generalled hig 
lordship, and by treating one of the justioes to a bowl tA 
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MeeoTsd L.3 vo'» m favor of Winch'sslar, wmeli sct- 
^d the question.'" Thia is Mr. KerssIieYars a(MOim< ^t 
reader is left to judge of the ''uatife credibilitT ti tr»c ot> 
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TBS DAOGTS, VH THE HSAB? 

j[HE occupants of the apartment were engaged as 
we have described, when a step was heard upon 
the staircase, and the next moment Falconbridge 
entered. 

Since that night on which Captain Wagner had warned 
him in his gloomy and satiric tones against " panthers," and 
their wiles — since those mocking and mysterious words had 
resounded in his ears, Falconbridge had lived like one in a 
dream. His quick instinct told him that the soldier meant 
Miss Argal. There could be no doubt upon that point. 
His studied coldness toward the young lady, his grim ex- 
pression when he encountered her, the shadov?- on his brow 
when her name even was mentioned — all this left no room 
for doubt. 

Falconbridge had shut himself up in his room, and the 
storm began to mutter in his heart. His thoughts, like 
hounds unleashed, darted forward and backward, circling 
over the whole of his life, past and future. Then they re- 
turned with furious mouths to tear their master. Could 
this be anything but the merest dream, as wHd and unreal 
as the sickliest chimeras, haunting the fancy of the invalid 
tuxniag and tossing on the couch of fever? Suspect those 
brilhant, limpid eyes of dissimulation! — suspect that open 
and beautiful brow of concealment 1 — ^those tender lips o( 
falsehood, of treachery I Treachery ? Were women treacK- 
anue T Could eyes and lips and sighs and bashful glanoog 
U«f It wu incredible, monstrooal If this were ao, %hm 
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•Terything was unreal — tho world a mere phantasmagoria 
— and life a cheat, a He, a miserable, horrible delusion I 

Such thoughts do not pass through the heart for the first 
time without making it bleed- The brow which is racked 
and furrowed by them, never afterwards can be smooth. 
The sincere and noble honesty of this man's nature made 
the blow one of inexpressible agony. Suspicion was no 
enstomary guest with him — ^it pierced him mortally. Like 
a rusty and jagged blade directed by an unskUlful hand, and 
turned from mere wanton cruelty ia the wound, it stretched 
him on the bed of torture. 

He pondered thus throughout the long hours of the dreary 
night, and for all those hours succeeding. He sent away 
the food brought to his room, untasted. More than once 
he mounted Sir John, and galloped toward Mr. Argal's — 
but it was only to return without going thither. 

"Well, well," he said, on the morning when he re-encoun- 
tered Captain Wagner as we have seen, " aU this shall end. 
I wiU know; I wiU not labor under this terrible suspicion i 
Suspect her? I do not. I would as soon suspect an angeL 
Still that singular look of the soldier as he spoke ! — those 
words fuU of sneering coldness! Yes, this shall end — 1 
Bwear it!" 

And passing his hand across his forehead, which was 
clouded and pale from suffering and want of rest, he 
descended. 

"Give you good day, Captain," he said in his clear, noble 
Toice; "I thought I heard your cheerful accents." 

" Why, welcome, welcome, comrade," returned the soldier 
warmly, and grasping the young man's hand as he spoke, 
" I swear the sight of you is good for sore eyes, or I'm a 
dandy!" 

The Captain seemed to feel what he said. His martial 
cotmtenance always softened as he gazed at Falconbridge— 
his penetrating e,ves grew wistful; this man who had fought 
^Ainst the hard, rough world ao long, and enoooutered w 
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much selfishnaas, falsehood and deception, appeared to ex- 
perience a real delight in the company of his younger com. 
panion, and to regard him -with a strange affection. 

"I'm dooms glad to see you after having so long a slang 
whang with Fairfax," added the soldier, " but you are look- 
ing badly, Falconbridge; you are as white as a ghost 
What's the matter?" 

" Nothing, nothing, comrade." 

" You want fresh air, or I'm mistaken." 

" I really think you are right. Captain, and I'm going to 
take some. I see Sir John coming to the door." 

" Oh, you ride — ^you are going to see " 

" Miss Argal," interrupted Falconbridge, with his proud, 
open look, full of sincerity and truth; "it is three or foul 
days since I saw her." 

And going to the door, he threw a critical glance at Sir 
John, who whinnied with pleasure at the sight of his mas- 
ter. The young man, with his deUcabe hand half covered 
with lace which filled his great barrel sleeves, caressed gen- 
tly the white neck of the thoroughbred: and as he gazed at 
the beautiful animal, full of spirit and fire, his weary brow 
deared up slightly. 

All at once a hand ^sfas laid upon his shoulder. He 
tamed round. Captain Wagner was beside hiir.; and his 
face wore the same cold and gloomy expression which bad 
characterized it on the night ride. 

" Falconbridge," he said in a low, earnest tone, " have 
you any confidence in me — do you regard me as a true man 
— as an honest soldier — as a friend ?" 

""Zes," said Falconbridge, passing his hand slowly over 
the neck of the animal, and speaking in a very low voice. 

" Well, you do me no more than justice. I swear to you 
that I love you as I would love a son, though you're no 
chicken, but a stout-hearted and stout-armed cavalier, o( 
the devil take it I Well, I act as your friend when I uj. 
take oore what jou do 1 Beware 1" 
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And tunuBg a'way, the soldier, who had lost all his cheer' 
AxlnesB, and gay spirit, slowly re-entered the house. 

Paloonbridge followed him with his eyes until he disap- 
peared — turned even paler than before — and a sort of lurid 
iight brfike from his eyes. He evidently hesitated for a 
moment whether to follow and extract from the soldier a 
complete explanation of his meaning, or seek it from the 
person accused. His hesitation did not last long. He set 
his teeth together like a vice, leaped into the saddle, and 
driving the spur into the side of his horse, set forward hke 
lightning on the road to Mr. Argal's. 

He drew up at the door so suddenly that his horse was 
thrown upon his haunches. In a moment he had entered 
the house, and was in the presence of Miss Argal, who 
greeted him with the warmest favor. 

" Ton have been away so long !" she said, in her caress- 
ing voice, and witii a look from her black, lustrous eyes, 
fall of such electric fascination that it turned the ;tsaa| 
?»*a'a head si-nost; ' so very !oe<j — ^for nearly four dajB I" 
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xxvn 

rALCOirBBTDOE PAETS 'WITH HIS MOTHER'S SCXS. 

|HE breast of Paloonbridge thrilled with a vagma 
excitement, and in the presence of the beautiful 
young woman, so innocent and pure-looking, hia 
racking suspicions began to disappear, and hia 
confidence to return. Were not those suspicions mere 
folly — a baseness and disloyalty even ? Could any one look 
into that fair facft, and beUeye for an instant that it 
masked a heart f uU of guile ? For the instant his possess- 
ing thought disappeared — he no longer doubted — he yielded 
to the enchantment of eye and lip and voice. 

But this change could not be permanent; Falconbridge 
was no weak and vacillating boy, whose moods at the mo- 
ment fj-ovem his opinions, and actions. Those acrid and 
bitter meditati^un during the long hours which he had 
passed in lon«<liness and silence had impressed him loo 
deeply. Thus his face became overclouded, and Lis head 
drooped. To the soft and caressing reproach contained in 
the words, "Tou have been away so long I" he therefore re- 
plied with sorrowful calmness : 

" Axe you sure you cared to see me?" 

Tbe young lady turned her head aside, and a slight color, 
like the first blush of morning, stole over her cheek. Then 
from the red hps came in a whisper almost, the words : 

" Very sure.'' 

"Falconbridge giized at her for a moment with an ex- 
pression of aident love, mingled with bitter anguish, and 
said, in suppressed tones : 

"You are so beautiful 1 — so very beautifolt Axa you 
true?" 
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She tamed her head quickly, and fixed upon hiiL a ^ anoa 
Krhich seemed intended to read his very sonL The.i an ex 
pression of coldness and hauteur rose to the beatitifnl face 
and she said with frigid ceremony : 

"Are you aware of what you are saying, Mr. Falcoft> 
bridge ?" 

" Yes, yes — ^unhappily I am," was the young man's reply, 
"and I can understand your resentment. You find my 
accent harsh, my words insulting, even. You see that thii 
question is not an idle jest. Miss ArgaJ. You start at my 
address, at my coldness, the .solemnity ot my demand. But 
the question is not asked by chance. I most solemnly pro- 
pound it ! Not my lips, not <ny words, no 1 my heart, my 
soul cry out to you. Answer me, for pity's sake, for the 
»ake of all that is pure and truthful !" 

The cold expression m tlie eyes of the young lady grew 
ice. With a frigid erection of her superb head, she said : 

"Are you unwell, Mr. Falconbridge, or is your mind 
affected?" 

"No, no I I am well, if i man whose heart dies in his 
breast is well 1 I am sane, if a mind stretched on the rack 
may be called sane I I mean what I say — 1 have heard 
what makes me ask — do not demand what it is, I cannot 
reply. I suffer so poignantly that I must put an end to my 
distress, or it will put an end to me I For worlds — for the 
universe I woiild not paLa you— I would die a thousand 
deaths rather — but " 

He was interrupted by the voice of the young lady. That 
Toice had suddenly ohanged. It was no longer cold; her 
manner had passed from hauteur to anguish. Turning 
aside and covering her face with her handkerchief, she 
Bobbed repeatedly, and at last uttered the broken words : 

" If you— would not— pain me— why do you speak— so— 
erufelly to me — so unfeelingly — so " 

There the voice died away. 

The accents went to the young man's heart The mAm 
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■mote dawn all his coldness. The sight of the loTely form 
bent down, and shaken -with agitation, diusipated all hia 
resolution, and drove away every suspicion, as the winds of 
March drive away the clouds from the cleai blu« sky. 

All the profound loyalty and truth of his nature wa# 
aroused — all his abhorrence of injustice and unkindnesflk 
He took the young lady's hand in his own — ^pressed it 
ardently, and begged her forgiveness for his cruel and un- 
founded suspicion. 

"Pardon me," he said, iq his sincere, noble voice, casting 
upon his companion, as he spoke, a glance of unspeakable 
love, " pardon your poor friend for the harsh and insulting 
words he has uttered. I know not why I spoke so — 1 know 
not how these thoughts ever entered my unfortunate brain. 
Enough ; in pity let us speak of this no more. So we are 
friends again — are we not ?" 

And he bent forward to look into her face. That face 
was raised, and the black eyes were riveted upon his own 
with a sorrowful forgiveness, a tender melancholy which 
were inexpressibly beautiful They swam in tears — but 
through the tears broke a sad snule which made the heart 
of the young man bound ia his bosom with wild delight. 
Carried away by a rush of emotion, he pressed the hand 
which he held to his Ups, and said, passionately : 

"Do not weep — ^your tears make ne wretched! Never 
shall I forgive myself for the cruel and unmanly conduct 
which I have to-day been guilty of. I came here with my 
heart on fire, my brain in a tumult — I have been unjust, 
insulting, mad, almost — ^I could not help it. I spoke thua 
because my mind was whirling, my nerves trembling —be- 
cause — ^because I love you ! — ^yes, presumptuous as you may 
think the words in a mere stranger — I love you — ^with hon- 
est, faithfui love I" 

Enough — ^we forbear from pursuing farther the details ol 
the scene between the young lady and Paloonbridge. W* 
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baye little skill in reporting such dialogaes, and mast Iraw 
Uie veil over the rest. 

He remained until late in the evening, and then returned 
at fuU gallop toward the Ordinary, his face the very imper- 
lonation of joy. At times he gazed "wistfully upon his leff 
hand, from which a ring was missing — a plain gold ring 
which had belonged to his mother. He had placed it upon 
ihe finger of the young girl, for she had plighted to him her 
troth. 

Here we would gladly leave the young cavalier — ^with his 
face smiling, his cheeks glowing — his pulse beating joyfully 
as he galloped on through the prairie and forest. But the 
fatal current of our narrative keeps us beside him. Those 
siniles are brief ones — ^the bloom of the happy cheek evanes 
cent as the frail spring blossom — ^the blow awaits him. 

He dismounts at the door of the Ordinary and enters, 
Hie fat landlord presents him with a letter which he operjs. 
smilingly. 

Ten miautes afterward he is seated in his cJ^^la^bel■, hit. 
brow leaning upon his crossed arms, resting upon a table 
— his cheeks as pale as a ghost's — ^his forehand moist with 
icy perspiration. The shudders whijh pas? throiigh hii 
frame rattle the paper still clenched in his nervoos graip-^ 
lent no groan iasaes from his lips. 
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xxvnL 

TEE LETTKE. 

|HIS is the letter accompanying another pap« 
which is stained with blood. 

" Mb. Faiookbeidgb : — After much doubt I address yoa, 
to warn you, as a friend, against allo'wing your aJEteotions to be ensnared 
by Miss B. ArgtiL I have no right, sir, to pry into your matters, and 
maybe I will get no thanks, but your oourtegy to me maKea it impossi- 
ble for me to see you duped. Captain Wagner ■wiU not speak out — ht 
Bays that he has already said more than he had a right to — and I will, 
therefore, do so myself. The paper which I put in this letter will tall 
you aU. The poor young man was a distant reJatiTe of mine, and died 
at my house. He wrote the paper just before liis death. I will add oa 
more, except that I have no private grudge against Miss Argal, and ao 
remain, Tour real friend, 

Sabah Buttbbton." 

The paper was written in a firm hand, obscured in seyentl 
places by stains of blood, and ran as follows : 

"STAiTOia> Va., May, 1747. 

" I am about to commit suicide. Before putting an end to my miseT*- 
Ue life, I will relate the circumstances which impel me to the act. My 
mind is perfectly sane, my memory good — ^I will speak calmly. This ia 
my history : 

" I was left an orphan at twenty, with no brothers or sisterb: arunnd 
me— my only brother, who was older than myself, having perished on a 
sea-voyage. I was rich — the entire property of my patents having re- 
verted to myself. I enjoyed country life ou my property, and was fond 
of the society of young ladies, but never loved any one until I met with 
Bertha Argal. Her father rented a small farm near my own considera- 
ble estate, and I met with her frequently, and conceived a passion for 
ner. She was, and is the most beautiful woman that my eyes ever be 
bald. Unfortunately she is destitate of all those noble quaUtieB vhioh 
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Rhoold accompany beauty. She is false, and as cold as ice— tieartlasi 
But I will not say more — let the event show. 

"I loved her passionately, and very soon commenced paying her my ad- 
dresses. She received them with manifest favor. It was not longbefor* 
I confessed my affection, and she told me with tears and blushes, that she 
loved me as ardently as I said I loved her. I will never forget her words 
or her locks ; they are engraven on my memory. "Well, to be brief, we 
were contracted in marriage ; it was fixed for a day not more than three 
Bionihs oS, when my elder brother, who had been given up as lost ai 
•ea, five years before, suddenly made his appearance. He had been 
taken prisoner by a Spanish vessel, carried to Cadiz, and thrown into t, 
dungeon there, as a suspected character ; his identity being mistaken. 
He had finally been liberated however, and so came back. I need nol 
tell anybody who knows me, that I did not regret this, or grudge my 
brother the estate, wiiich as eldest son he deprived me of; reducing 
me from an independent gentleman of large possessions, to a dependent 
on his bounty. I loved him, and he loved me. I looked up to him; ha 
was my superior in mind as in strength and stature ; and I was content 
to occupy my rightful position of younger brother and inferior. 

"Not long after his retujm, Harley saw Bertha Argal, and in spite ol 
his knowledge of my engagement, loved her. In this there was no dis- 
loyalty — no intention to become my rival. He would have scorned the 
imputation, but he loved her. He could not help it. The dazzling 
beauty of the girl, her fascinating, bewildering witchery, were too much 
for his resolution. I saw that he loved her, but at first gave myself no 
sort of uneasiness about it. I knew that Harley was the soul of honor ; 
would as soon cut off his right hand as commit a base action ; and as to 
Bertha Argal, I was quite at rest. At that time I laughed at the idea ot 
treachery in a creature so pure and beautiful. Well, the sequel will 
show. Six months after my brother's arrival, the young lady began to 
grow cold toward me, and warm toward my brother. I told her of it ; 
she laughed in my fece. She grew fonder and fonder of my brother. I 
becsune angry. She sneered at my anger. If I was displeased, she said, 
at my brother's attentions, why not bring it to the decision of arms 1 
we both wore swords ! These satirical words impressed me horribly ; 
the young lady was coming out in her real colors. I said nothing, and 
terminated my visit ; but I went again the next day, for I had no will to 
reedst ; I was mad about her. Thus things continued until a month 
ago. Then I found that she had been poisoning my brother's mind 
against me. He became cold to me, and ere long my presence in the 
house, our fcther's house, became an evident constraint on him. One 
moming, however, he returned from Mr. Aigal's, whither he had been 
an business with a strange glow in his cheeic, and greeted me with Uutg 
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dlansed affection. He seemed to look at me jompassionately. Som»- 
Siing told me that this foreboded evil, and I galloped over to see BwtluL 
I had guessed correctly, She embraced that occasion, she said, to iit 
form me that I might give up all thoughts of marcying her ; she had no 
reason to give ; it was her decision ! She looked like a queen as she 
spoke, and I remained for a moment looking at her, pale and silent. 
Then I said, ' Was this what made Harley so kind to me, so compassioa- 
ate ? Did you inform Tiim of your intention?' 'Well, sir,' was her r^ 
ply, 'suppose I,did? I beg you will in future confine yourself to youi 
own affairs, and not subject me to the inquisition.' She was furious, 
but as beautifol as an ai'oused leopardess. I was white with rage, but 1 
loved her passionately stiU. I glared at her for an instant, and then 
replied, ' This will end badly. Miss Argal— no young lady can trifle with 
a gentleman with impunity.' Her lip curled, and she said, coolly, ' Oh, 
you mean you are going to fight Harley? Well, why don't you try it, 
sir ? Are you afraid that he is a better swordsman, and will finish you ? 
1 have no doubt this is youi objection, and I don't believe you would 
dare to face him !' I solemnly declare that these were her esact words. 
I leave the readers of this paper to decide if in many cases they would 
not have produced that awful tragedy, a mortal contest between brothers. 
I said nothing, however ; I looked at her with pale and trembling Hpa 
only, and went away. Three days afterwards, Harlej was called to Mr. 
Argal's again, and on his return looked serious and troubled. 'Miss 
Argal is a singular "jerson," he said to me after dinner, with great 
gloom : 'can she wish to place you and me, Charles opposite each other 
with swords in our hands? I should so imagine from her oouversatioi 
to-day ; a strange person I' I did not reply, except Dy some common- 
place I loved the young woman still with too passionate a love. I 
could not speak against her. For more than two weeks thereafter, I was 
her slave, her dog. I crawled back when she lashed me away, and tried 
to kiss the hand which struck me. I say this, because all the truth shall 
be known. I have no resolution — I never had any ; I am the powerless 
Tiotim of this infatuation ; and if this moment Bertha Argal were to 
enter the room, and snule on me — even after all— I would obey her in 
anything she commanded 

"But my narrative must come to an end. Four days ago I went to 
gee her for the last time. She met me with scorn and satirical smiles, 
whieh soon became sneers. So I had determined not to be whipped 
»way. had I?' she asked : 'I had come sneaking back to moan out thai 
■he no longer loved me ; that she lOved my brother, which she now 
begged leave to inform me was a feot, and that I was wretched.' ' Yes, 
I wid, 'fill yon aay is true.' 'Then you. are a fool for yont pains, ik, 
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Ao saia, ' and your presence makes me siok. Vo^i, a brother oC Harlpw 
AiMtin ! you, with your feeble snireUing complaints, and begging, th« 
brother of that strong, resolute man ! Yes, sir 1 I love him, and he shall 
love me ; and if you don't like that, you may put an end to yourself ; it 
wHX be a matter of very small interest to me 1' I looked at her as she 
spoke, and shuddered. She was super-humanly beautiful ; I would have 
given all the countless worlds of the sky, had I possessed them, to hav« 
elasped her for a single moment in my arms. She saw her influence 
over me, and her lip curled. ' Tou haven't resolution, however, for the 
act,' she said; ' if I were a man, and fortune went against me, I'd do as 
the ancients did, get rid of hfe. And now, sir, you will please leave me, 
I am tired of yon. Ah I here comes Hailey !' And turning her back on 
me, she hastened to the window, and smiled at the visitor. 

"I set my teeth close, put on my hat, and went out. Harley anfl I 
passed each other with some constraint on his part ; I was quite calm, 
for I had made up my mind. I returned to the hall and wrote on a 
piece of paper which I knew wotdd meet my brother's eye, the words : 
' Think well, before you marry Bertha Argal, brother. She has broken 
my heart — attempted to drive me to a bloody combat with you, knowing 
who would be victor, and now advises me to end my despair by my own 
hand. I obey, for life has no longer any charm for me. Farewell.' I 
signed this, and have come hither to Mrs. Butterton's to write and leave 
tbis paper. 

"In five minutes I shall be dead. CHAiBMa Austin." 

These were the words which Falconbridge read — then hii 
glance fell upon these others in addition, in Mrs. Butterton'i 
hand-writing : 

" The poor young man was found dead when we ran at 
the explosion of his pistoL This paper was lying on the 
table. Mr. Harley Austin returned it to me, not wishing to 
keep it ; he has since left the country." 

Falconbridge remained motionless thronjhout the entire 
night. Afl the sun streamed in, he jised his face. whio*> 
was 'covered with a deadly pallor, and groaned 
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XXDL 

THE THBEABS OP THE 'WOOF. 

^OTJES, days and weeks have fled away sinee the 
scenes and events which we have endeavored to 
place before the reader's eyes. The year wanes 
fast. The brilliant sunlight of October has 
yielded to the hazy influences of November. The sky Is no 
Longer blue: the trees are dismantled of their splendid 
trappings. Under the chill heaven of a leaden colorj the 
broad face of nature resembles some great haU, from which 
the gorgeous hangings have been torn, the trophies of ban- 
ners removed — iu which the lights are slowly going o;xt, as 
after a great revel, when the guests have aU departed. 

The plover cries and the partridge whistles en the wind- 
swept hnis — the wild geese wing their way toward the 
south — the crane stalks with a sombre and weird air among 
the shallows of the water-courses, dreaming, you would say, 
of other lands — and from the northwest wander nutting 
blasts, preluding the approach of winter. 

But the human hisarts beneath the chilly sky heat as be- 
fore. The pprsonages of our drama follow still, the bent ol 
their diverse pasr'ons, humors, and desires. The act blood 
in their veins puloates, and hastens to and fro, as strongly. 

Lord Fairfax and Captain Wagner hold interminable dia- 
euesions on the state of the border, and the besi means of 
defence, now that the Indian inroad may be soon expected 
The worthy solc^'er is content to pass his time thus — alter- 
nately debating with his lordship, and pursuing hia own 
special campaigTi against the enemy at Yan Doring's Ordi- 
nary: he sleeps, and eats, and drinks, and pMlosophizes, no* 
Withotit many camp expletives, uttered in a joTi^ and son- 
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orons voice, the soimd of which seems encour£^;iug to the 
Earl, for he greets these outbreaks on the part of the Cap- 
tain, with his uniform grim smile. 

Meanwhile George is occupied by his own affairs also. 
He surveys the surrounding lands assiduously for the Earl ; 
Bleeps often in the woods, his head resting on his knapsack; 
and it happens that the direction of his toUs is cften toward 
the south. 

There the great Fort Mountain raises its double wall, blue 
against the dun heaven, and within the embraces of the 
shaggy arms — perched like an eagle's nest in the declivity 
of the mountain — ^he sees the cottage in which Cannie Uves. 
He loves the little maiden now with the fondest devotion. 
She has become aU the world to him, and dwells in his 
thoughts wherever his footsteps turn — ^in the prairie, and 
the forest, by night and by day; it is always Cannie of whom 
the ycuth is dreaming; around her he weaves that tissue of 
romance and fancy which the bounding heart of youth 
adorns with such resplendent gems. George goes often to 
the mountain dwelling, and there aU the outer world disap- 
pears. He is alone in the great universe with one whose 
grave, sweet snule hghts up his Ufe — whose frank, open 
brow is the mirror of truth and goodness — ^in whose eyes h« 
finds the charm which only exists for the youthful lover 
And Cannie now no longer looks upon him as a stranger. 
He has become day by day, more an influence upon her lift 
— ^her innocent heart beats fast when his tall and erect fig- 
ure enters the doorway — when his sunny smile, lighting uf 
the firm hps, and frank, true face, beams on her. She doe« 
not disguise her affection now, tor she knows it is retiu-ned 
— ^but her fondness for her youthful companion never be- 
trays itself in a manner repugnant to the most delicate 
maiden modesty. It is Caanie's nature to be honest anc 
true— but she is ripening into a "young lady" now; and sc 
George can only guess from the serious smile, and kindlj 
tjOB, her secret. 
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Their lires glide on thus, and no incident breaks the speD 
which is woYen day by day more closely around the young 
hearts of the maiden and the youth. The old grandfather 
alone with his books, his chemical machines, or with whaterer 
occupies his attention; they are by themselves in the world 
of reverie and fancy. It is true, that from time to time, as 
they wander like happy children along the mountain side, 
or to the lofty brow of the sleeping giant, that a shadowy 
figui-e follows and marks the way they take — ^but this figure 
is unseen by them. It is the young Indian whom the reader 
has once looked upon, on that beautiful day of October — 
hidden among the leafy branches of the great oak, and de- 
scending to follow, then, as now, the footsteps of the pair 
He still preserves his air of grave and lofty dignity — ^his eyes 
have the same expression of mild truth and honesty — ^his 
Ups move as before, and utter the sad murmur which seems 
to indicate a possessing thought. His eyes never wander 
from the form of Cannie when she is in the circle of his vis- 
ion — he seldom betrays any other emotion than a jealoos, 
watchful guardianship over her ; if his features contract 
slightly, and his broad bosom heaves, when she bestows 
upon her companion some Uttle mark of her affection, this 
exhibition of feehng is soon suppressed ; the old gravity re- 
turns ; and the young chief glides into the deep woods, and 
disappears, as lightly and silently as a shadow. 

And Palconbridge — ^what of him? Has the darkness 
which enveloped aJl his Hfe upon that awful evening, whea 
he read the letter of the suicide, been dissipated ? 

WhoUy. 

A few days afterwards he encountered Captain Wagner at 
the Ordinary ; the soldier, who had been informed by Mrs. 
Butterton of the step which she had taken, almost feared to 
meet the young man, or witness his agony. He expected to 
find Falconbridge bowed to the earth with anguish — to hear 
only groans and stifled sighs — to see, in the pale cheek, th« 
laek-histre eye^ the drooping form, those evidenoes of mf- 
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{Bring which betray the victim of despair. Instead of 
Buch a figure, he saw Falconbridge happy, smiling, buoyant. 
His head rose proudly erect; his eyes shone with a joyous 
light; his lips were wreathed with smiles; he was the picture 
ef one across whose brow a cloud has never passed. The 
worthy Captain started, and looked with unfeigned astonish- 
ment upon his companion. The quick eye of Falconbridge 
discerned at once the meaning of this expression. He 
laughed gaily, and then said, with earnest simplicity: 

"I know why you start so, comrade — why you are as- 
toujuded at seeing me thus happy-looking. That well -mean- 
ing lady, your friend, has doubtless told you of her warning 
to me. It was honest and kind in her — but it made m« 
very miserable." 

"And then," said Captain Wagner gloomily, " what hap- 
pened afterwards?*' 

" "What happened? Why what could happen, comrade ? 
I went to the person charged with this awful dujilicity and 
heartlessness. I asked her to say what was the rv'al truth — 
and I heard it. She raged at the accusation ; vainly at- 
tempted to extort from me the author — and then giving way 
to her feelings, burst into tears, and told me all , explained 
ererything." 

"Oh! she explained everything, did she?" said Captain 
Wagnev, with gloomy irony; " no doubt she made aU quite 
dear." 

" Oh, perfectly ! How could your friend have seriously 
thought that paper written by the poor unfortunate youth 
who killed himself, an actual narrative of facts ?" 

"It was all a romance then?" said the Capfain, with the 
same sardonic contortion of his Up, " it was o; ily a Uttie im- 
aginary story which he amused himself in writing, to wile 
away the time before he blew his brains out!' 

" Captain, Captain !" said Falconbridge earnestly, " >oar 
voice has a terrible sneer in it; your curling lip botrays Boon 
and incrednlity 1" 
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" Well, it betrays what I feel," returned the soldier, look- 
ing at the young man with wistful and gloomy eyes ; " it 
talks plaiidy, does this curHng lip you speak of, or I'm a 
dandy ! But Fll uncurl it; I'll sneer no more ; III not 
wound you Falconbridge — and have only to say that 'twas 
truly unfortunate that this mad youth made up such a horri- 
ble story." 

" Mad 1" said Falconbridge, with a quick glance at his 
companion, " then you heard of his madness 1" 

" No," said Captain "Wagner, "but I have no doubt that ia 
the fair young lady's explanation." 

" Yes, assuredly ! who could have doubted it ? The truth 
is that the unhappy lover's tale was only the sick fancy of a 
diseased mind. He did pay his addresses to Miss Argal — ^he 
did love her passionately — but she told him frankly a hun- 
dred times that she could not respond to his affection. She 
tried to do this as kindly and tenderly as possible, but her 
reply only enraged him. There was a tendency to madness 
in his family, and this made her peculiarly anxious to soothe 
him. He would not be soothed however; in their last in- 
terview he yielded to a crazy fit of wrath — he rushed 
furiously away with his hand upon his forehead, and 
three days afterwards Miss Argal heard with inexpressible 
astonishment and horror that he had put an end to his life. 
The statements of the paper were the mere fabrications of 
his rage and madness — the creations of a diseased intellect, 
aiming at revenge. That is aU. Is not the explanation per- 
fect ?" 

" Tes," said Captain Wagner, as calm and cold as ice, 
"perfect. I have rarely heard anything so simple. And 
what did you do with the dead man's letter ?" 

" I begged it of Mrs. Butterton, she yielded — ^it is ashes." 

Captain Wagner moved his head up and down with tha 
game icy expression ; set his teeth firmly together ; aud, 
alter a moment's silence, said in a low voice : 

'" Faloonbridge, are yon a statist ?" 
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"A I&talist ?" said the young man, looking curioiialy at 
his companion, " surely not, comrade. God rules us and 
directs our lives — all issues rest in his merciful hands, and 
we are told that not even a sparrow falls without the know- 
^ege of the kiad Father of the Universe. I trust in all to 
liim — as 1 pray to Vn'nn night and morning as my mother 
taught me at her knee. No, I am not a fatalist." 

" \Vell, from this moment I am," said the soldier, with a 
sombre glance ; "I don't deny your religious views- but I 
am none the less, from this day, a fatalist !" 

With these words the Captain entered the Ordinary, and 
Falcoiibridge, with a serious expression, mounted his horM 
to go to Mr. Argal's. 

This was the state of things, in connection with the main 
personages of our narrative, at the momeat when we again 
take up the thread of events. From this time forth, each day 
%nd hour, everything ripene^' '*nd advance 1 tf^-^arfl tbe 
mkustrophe of the dras"' 
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XXX. 

THE AEREST. 

'OKOSS the prairie, sobbing mournfully now iu th^ 
chill, autumn wind — under the bare bouota of the 
forest, studded here and there with e\ergr».!enai, 
which only looked more cheerless from rhe sur 
roTinding desolation — ^through the sparkling wave-^ of the 
Shenandoah, and into the rugged defile of the Fort Moun- 
tain, George passed at a rapid gaUop, his eyes full of ijloom, 
and bis brow contracted. 

Lord Fairfax had informed him that on this day " Old 
PoweD," as he was called, would be arrested on the charges 
made against him by a justice named Hastyluck, and the 
officials would probably go early. 

Georgd had received this information on the night before, 
with utter horror and astonishment, and had besought Lord 
Fairfax, if the charge were witchcraft, to dismis" it as al)- 
surd and ridiculous. His lordship had replied coolly that 
this was quite out of his power, even if consistent with hia 
convictions ; all he could promise was, that no act of op- 
pression should be performed; and with this Georcre was 
compell-sd to be content 

He spsrcely slept, and at daybreak was on his way to the 
mountain. 

Never moderating the speed of his horse, whose mouth 
was filled with foam, he rapidly ascended the steep bridle- 
path and reached the door of the little mansion. 

The scene which greeted him made his cheek flush aad 
hia eyes flash fire. 
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The officers of the law had already arrived, and placed the 
old man nnder arrest. One of them was ouriona-y ezamin' 
ing the strange coin which George had seen on a former oo- 
casion^ and which the man had picked tip from among some 
books on a table — the other was abont to place upon the 
wrists of old Powell a pair of iron hand-cuJ&, in spite of tha 
tearful and trembling prayers of little Oannie, who had 
clasped the arm of his shaggy overcoat, and begged him, 
crying, not to nse them. 

Gteorge advanced quickly into the apartment, and confront- 
ing the officer, said sternly : 

" That is quite unnecessary, sir I Mr. Powell cannot escape 
from you 1' 

The officer turned hastily, and said with an insolent 
■cowl: 

" "Who are you, pray ?" 

" My name is of no importance," George returned, with 
a hauteur in strong contrast to his democratic opinions; "it 
is enough, sir, that I command you in the name of Lord 
Fairfax to conduct the prisoner unfettered to Van Doring*i 
Ordinary." 

And putting his band into his breast he extec lod toward 
the person whom he addressed a slip of paper, upon which 
was written: 

"I desire, and if necessary require ttiat tiie prisoner Powell may b* 
tnated with all respeot, and especially btonght to Court without hand* 

"Paibfax. 
"Qaamiit doinri^ StTiWoo. ITiS." 

Gteorge's foresight had led him to ask this favor of tba 
Earl, which had been readily granted — and the vulgar 
official had no courage to resist. He scowled at the youn^ 
man, whose cold, fixed look cowed him in spite of himself, 
and putting the hand-cuffe in his pocket, growled : 

" Well it's nothing to me ; and you, old fellow, just coim 
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along with yon ? Yoall have a, hard time of it, cniEs or ba 
cuffs." 

"Itll be harder'n he thinks," here pnt in the other wor- 
thy with a sneer. "If I ain't mistaken, this is a counterfeit 
— he's a coiner, as I've heard hinted." 

A flash darted from beneath the shaggy white brows of the 
old man, and he reached forth to take the coin from the 
hands of the speaker. But the hand fell at his side. An 
expression of scorn which might have become a royal prince, 
passed over his features, and he turned away. 

" Mr. George," he said, bowing with courtly gravity to the 
yoimg man, "I need not say that I thank you from my heart 
for this kind and thoughtful action. Of the result of this 
fooHsh business I have no manner of fear. I commit my 
child to you, in my absence — it is enough, to so honest a 
gentleman." 

Then adding calmly to the officials, who were evidently 
impressed in spite of themselves, by the dignity and coolaesa 
of his bearing, — " I wiU be ready in a few moments to attend 
you," — the old man entered the inner apartment. He soon 
returned wrapped in a comfortable overcoat, which reached 
beneath the knee, and issuing forth, mounted the spara 
horse which had been brought for him. How those intelli- 
gent gentlemen, the constables, had expected him to hold 
the bridle with his hands secured remains a mystery to thii 
day — ^but the obstacle no longer existed — and with a tender 
kiss upon Cannie'a tremulous lips, and another bow tc 
George, the prisoner set forward, between the two officers. 

We shall pass over the scene between George and Oannie 
— such distressing pictures are not to our taste. He con- 
soled her with every possible assurance calculated to 
cahn her emotion — ^but aU was in vain. The girl begged 
him, with tears in her eyes, and nervous sobs, to take her to 
her grandfather, and it was one of the hardest tasks which 
George had ever undertaken, to resist these moving entreat 
He did resist, however, by an immense exertion of will, 
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for he knew that to yield would be to a Id to the child's un- 
happiness by showing her the old man, formally arraigned 
for trial — and aU Cannie could procure from Viim was a 
promise that he would go at once and see that her grand&- 
ther was not treated cruelly. 

" That should never be !" George said, with that flaah of 
the eye which betrayed the depth of his character, and 
the strength of will lying beneath the calm exterior — " he 
would go at once ! there was nothing to fear !" 

And leaping on his horse, he put spur to the animal, and 
galloped at full speed down the mountain. 

Cannie followed him with her eyes, which the tears almost 
blinded, and prayed inaudibly for strength and protection 
from One in whom she was accustomed to place all her trust 
She saw George disappear, in the forest — than reappear in 
the open space, galloping violently as before : and finally, on 
the banks of the river, saw him join the officers and theii 
prisoner. 

Then the whole cavalcade disappeared, and Cannie fell 
upon the bench of the little porch, covering her face with 
her hands, and uttering sobs so passionate that her bosom, 
uid the long, fair hair, which had fallen, and now rested 
apon her shoidders, were shaken, as by a oonvulsian. 
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XXXI. 

UGHTFOOT. 

, E preserved this attitude still, »hr«a a foot* 
tap was heard upon the path neax at li&nd, and 
"aisLQg her head she saw the young Indian, whom 
we have twice alluded to in our chronicle. 

He waf clad as before, in fringed leggins, joined by a pli- 
dble gariL.ent of soft doeskin, reaching to his waist, which was 
encircled by a leathern belt, upon one side of which were 
secured a bundle of arrows : — ^his feet were protected by or- 
namented moccasins, fitting tightly to the high instep an'3 
nervous ankle: — above his brow drooped, as before, the vari- 
egated plume, his badge of chieftainship. As he leaned upon 
his long cedar bow and looked upon the chUd, his bare 
breast slightly heaving, and his noble features full of tendei 
pity and affection, he presented a subject for a great pain- 
ter. 

Cannie rose quickly to her feet, and hastening to his side 
■aid hurriedly: 

" Oh, Iiightfootl I thought you were far away I I know 
you win help me I Can you take me over the river ? Grand- 
pa is to be tried, and I must not, cannot stay here I — ^Light- 
foot, you are a good, true friend." 

She stopped, overcome with agitation: — one hand resting 
on hJB arm, her eyes turned up to his face beseechingly. 
The young Indian looked into the sweet countenance with a 
■udden color on his swarthy cheek, which betrayed the ex- 
tent of the interest he felt in the speaker. But when he 
spoke, his words were calm and measured ; long training 
had m»de self-oontrol a second nature with him- We sbal] 
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not record hia reply in the broken English \Thich was all ha 
possessed — ^though the sad, musical tones made that defect- 
ive dialect not destitute of a singular charm. 

" Is not Lightfoot the true friend of the Mountain Dove V 
he said. " He has known her very well, and loved her for 
many moons — and her father has been kind to the poor In- 
dian who left his tribe to wander here among the places ol 
his childhood." 

"And you have been Mnd, very kind to us, Lightfoot 
You have more than once kept the Indians from attacking 
OS — and I would have died that day when the moccasin bit 
me, if you had not brought the herb to cure me. And now, 
Lightfoot, you must be my friend. Tou must take me over 
the river to Mr. Teardley's — ^I know he wiU let me go iu his 
wagon to the court. Will you, Lightfoot ? — do not refuse 
me, dear Lightfoot !" 

The swarthy cheek again colored slightly, but the voic« 
was calm when he said : 

" Lightfoot loves the little dove of the mountain — ^he will 
do her bidding now and always — ^he would willingly die for 
her." 

And with these grave words, which were accompanied by 
a sudden flash of the eye, in which might have been read an 
expression of deep tenderness, the young chief assinned the 
attitude of one who waits patiently. 

Cannie hastened into the house, threw a doak upon her 
shoulders, tied her chip hat under her chin, and came forth 
again quickly. The two then rapidly descended the moun- 
tain — the Indian often taking the little hand to assist hi« 
companion over some obstacle in the path — and thus they 
finally reached the river. From a sheltered nook, over- 
shadowed by a great drooping pine tree, Lightfoot silently 
produced a gum-log canoe, and placed the girl in it. A 
■weep of the long paddle sent it ten yards into the current, 
and they were soon on the opposite side of the river. Aj 
iMN&illy oonoeaUng the skiff as before, the Indian and hk 
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companion then hastened on, and before very long, came in 
Bight of Mr. Teardley's. Lightfoot allowed the girl to go on 
alone — and from his hiding-place saw her enter the tu3» 
mansion of the settler, before which a light wagon, drawn 
by a pony, was standing. In ten minutes she came out 
again, with the rough, but good-humored borderer, who 
placed her in the vehicle, got in himself, and drove off. 

Lightfoot leaned upon his cedar bow, and followed tha 
wagon until it was out of sight, with his sad snule and look 
of wistful affection. He was thinMng of Cannie's parting 
words, as she pressed his hand in both of hers and said : 

" Come to our house to-morrow, Lightfoot I — ^you are mj 
dear, kind friend 1" 

The words had made his breast thrill, and a joyful light 
illumined his features. Then the sadness came, and he 
murmured : 

" She loves the pale-faced youth. I am naught to h«r. 
But Manitou will speak. It is weU." 

With these words be turned and disappeared in tha 
forwA. 
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HOW OAFTAIH WAQNEB OYEBTHBEW HIS ASYISBSABT. 

JN the main apartment of Van Doring's Ordinary, 
the worshipful justices of the County of Fred- 
erick were assembled, to take into consideration 
all questions touching the order, defence, gOT' 
emment, and general condition of the region under their 
supervision. 

The Ordinary had been selected for the place of meeting 
at the request of Lord Fairfax. As one of the pieces of 
business which would come before the worshipful justices, 
was the selection of a permanent locality for the court, and 
as Winchester and Stephensburg contended for the honor, 
and emolument in question — said his lordship — ^it would be 
fair to meet on the present occasion at neither of those 
places. Thus they would enter the arena of friendlj com- 
petition impartiaJly, and without undue advantage. 

These views had received the approbation of the en- 
lightened justices, and they had accordingly assembled from 
every direction at the Ordinary of Mr. Van Doring — ^riding 
every description of animal of the horse species, and clad in 
fcie most extraordinary diversity of apparel Some of them 
were gentlemen of the first class, and these were weU 
dressed, with some pretensions to grace and elegance. But 
the majority were like Major Hastyluck, rather unfavorable 
specimens of their species — ^low-browed, sharp-faced, wiry, 
keen-looking individuals, who evidently had an eye to the 
main chance under all possible circumstances, and, Hke a 
celebrated gentleman of more modem times, thought it weU 
to be " Bhifty in a new country." 
A large crowd of a nondescript character had assembled on 
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the occasioiL — hunters, trappers, settlers — many of then 
portly Germans, others trim, active Scotchmen: — and thi« 
crowd moved about in front of the Ordinary, drank system 
aticaHy of Mynheer Van Doring's Jamaica, and during th« 
first honrs of the day, entered with enthusiasm into iha 
business of trading horses— the animals being, for the most 
part, plain to the inspection of all, at the long rack in front 
of the tavern door. 

About twelve o'clock a decided sensation was created in the 
crowd by the appearance of a large English chariot, drawn by 
four glossy horses, from which vehicle, when it paused before 
the door, descended his lordship, the Earl of Fairfax, Lieu- 
tenant of the County of Frederick, and President of the body 
of justices. Lord Fairfax, who carried into the wilds of the 
New World something of the English idea of the propriety of 
full dress, on occasions of ceremony, was very richly clad. Hia 
coat was of brown cloth, decorated with embroidery; hia 
waistcoat of yellow silk, ornamented with flowers in silver 
thread; from his bosom protruded a mass of snowy ruffles, and 
his peruke was carefully powdered. Around him, as he issued 
from the chariot, he drew the folds of a rich red velvet cloak 
— and then inclining his head slightly to the admiring 
crowd, he entered the Ordinary.* 

A quarter of an hour sifter the appearance of his lordship, 
the sheriff was heard uttering his loud brazen " Oyez I oyez I 
oyez ! Silence is commanded — humhum — humhum — hum 1 
— God save the King !" — and the justices took their seats at 
% long table, at the further end of the apartment, the Earl 
occupying a large arm-chair in the centre. A little gentle- 
man, with an irresistible business air, sat at one comer of 
the board with a huge volume bound in leather, lying before 
him — and near the door, at a respectful distance from the 



• Ibe oblet details of this descripUon u« tatthAil to aooaratdy praBorred tndltloih 
natndlttonvaaoanuniiiilcfttedto th« prennt -writer by O* no of • genOemui vkc 
tMtoA the Bui at Qmamj Oooit— eav bli ii»«i«<»j»i nt '^^'^^^n^ ...j j^ vitnt c 
«a dliMd In itit* at tlie tecMd bawd. 
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members of the court, the crowd — among whom might b« 
Been Falconbridge, George, and Captain Wagner, convers" 
ing — looked on with interest. 

The derk read some previous proceedings in a monoton- 
ous voice — ^the justices consulted in a low tone with Lord 
Fairfax ; — and then the Earl leaned forward and said, turn 
ing his head first to the right, then to the left : 

" Is the court prepared to vote upon the selection of a 
county-seat? I need not inform you, gentlemen, that the 
question will chiefly lie between Stephensburg and Winches- 
ter. I shall, therefore, request each justice, as I address 
him, to pronounce one or the other name, which I wiU note 
down as it is uttered." 

A considerable sensation among the crowd greeted these 
words, and a hubbub of voices for a moment deafened every 
one. 

" Silence in the court I" cried the sheriff, with fierce in- 
dignation; " silence, or the court-room vriU be dearedl" 

" No, sir 1 Winchester, or the devil take it 1" resounded 
dear and sonorous in the sudden silence, and the sherifl 
started up with ferocious abruptness. 

" Silence 1 Captain Wagner, you are disturbing the 
court! Silence I" 

"My dear friend," said the voiee of Captain Wagner, as 
that worthy advanced from the mass, with clanking spurs 
and sabre, " I have the utmost possible respect for this most 
honorable court, and the little remark which fell from me 
was spoken confidentially to a friend, who is an advocate of 
Stephensburg. Now, I'm only a poor soldier, and nothing 
of a lawyer, but I will maintain that Winchester, and no 
other place, ought to be selected for the county-seat. I 
have my reasons," added the Captain, mysteriously, " and if 
thi'a most honorable and respectable body would listen to 
the said zeasona, I ooald satisfy their mind% or may 
ttM- 
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What followed, or nearly foUcwed, was lost in the Cap« 
tain's huge beard. 

The ghost of a smile flitted over the countenance of Lori 
Fairfax : — it was his favorite music, the sound of that mar- 
tial and sonorous voice — and he recalled all at once ihfl 
' declaration of war " by the soldier, on his arrival in the 
Valley. As to the Captain, he pushed up his great black 
moustache with his finger — ^ran his eyes along the line of jus- 
jices, among whom were Mr. Argal, and Major Hastyluck— 
and finally concentrated his gaze upon the face of the Earl, 
■with an expression which said, plainly, " Honor bright, my 
lord !" 

The lurking smile came again to the Earl's face, and tum« 
ing to the court, he said : 

" Gentlemen, if it is your pleasure, we will listen to Cap- 
tain Wagner's reasons for selecting Winchester. He is well 
acquainted with the country, and its interests, and if you 
permit him, may throw light upon the question." 

A glance of much admiration from the soldier rewarded 
his generous enemy; and when the court acquiesced in the 
Earl'u recommendation, the countenance of the worthy, 
which before had been filled with the elements of fear, was 
now fringod with the radiance of hope, and expanded with 
the dehght of a great orator who feels that the moment haa 
ttrrived for his triumph. The Captain bowed his head, then 
raised his martial brow erect — and extending one arm per- 
suasively, plunged with eloquence into the middle of the 
subject. 

It is again, as on a former occasion, matter of deep regret 
to the faithful historian of Captain Wagner's exploits, that 
the absence of professional reporters, at that remote period, 
renders it impossible to accurately record the vivid elo- 
quence of his speeches. As in the case of Patrick Henry, 
and other celebrated men, the legend of his power alone 
remaina We may safely say, however, that the enloginm 
{■OQomiced upon the town of Winchester, by the militai^ 
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orator, was ore of transcendent beauty and stirring imprech 
Bireness — while Stephensburg dwindled away into a tenth- 
rate cross-road assemblage of huts, unworthy of the atten- 
tion of any one for an instant. The Captain concluded by 
a pathetic and affecting appeal to the honorable justices to 
be guided in their decision by no considerations of self 
interest, by no preference for persons— to remember that 
"jnbom millions would be affected by their determination, 
and form their opinion of the members of the court by the 
m^jiner in which they discharged, on this great occasion, 
their solemn and responsible obligations. 

With this eloquent appeal the Captain ended his oration, 
and retired modestly into the crowd. 

The smile on the Earl's face had come back in fuU force — 
and turning to his associates, he said : 

" Gentlemen, you have heard the reasons given by Cap- 
tain Wagner, but I imagine you have discovered in them 
nothing to largely modify any opinions which you may have 
hefore made up. If the members of the court are ready to 
vote, I win submit the question." 

As no objection was made, the Earl called in turn the 
name of each — making a mark as they responded, either 
under " Winchester," or " Stephensburg," which were writ 
ten upon a sheet of paper. The result was that the first 
had five marks, the latter but four — and Winchester was 
nelected as the county-seat of Frederick by a majority of 
one. 

As he inscribed the last vote — that of the worthy Major 
Hastyluck — a slight flush invaded the swarthy cheek of the 
Earl, and he leaned back haughtily in his arm-chair. The 
result seemed to cause him no less surprise than dissatis- 
tion; and for a moment he remained silent, looking coldly 
ftt the court. Then with an irritated flirt of the hand h< 
tossed down the paper, saying, simply : 
" Winchester is chosen." 
The Earl's displeasure did not last, hotrerer. It plainly 
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Babsided after the transaction of some additional Dtusinen 
of a common-place nature; and when a short period for rest 
was taken by the court, who went to supply themselves with 
cups of Jamaica, Lord Fairfax approached Captain Wagner 
and said, calmly : 

"Well, you are victor, sir — ^I congratulate you upon yoxur 
triumpL !" 

"My lord," said Captain Wagner, maMng the military 
salute, " there is something finer than to get the better of 
an adversary — ^it is to act toward that adversary with the 
chivalry and fairness that your lordship has displayed on 
this occasion." 

It was the Captain's honest opinion, and the iU-humoc ol 
Om gratified Earl completely disappeared. 
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xxxnL 

THB WIZASD OF THE UASSINTITTOH. 

JT was not until late in the evening that the oasa 
of the singular inhabitant of the Port Mountain 
came up for examination. 
He was brought from the private apartment in 
which he had been confined, into the main room in which 
the array of justices were seated behind the long table, and 
directed to sit down until he was called — "when," added 
the individual who had arrested him, " jou'U have a chance, 
my proud-looMng old feUow, to say if you are guilty, or not 
guilty, and I've got my opinion as to how it'll turn out." 

With these comforting words the vulgar officer retired, 
and left his prisoner to himself. That persvnage seemed to 
pay no manner of attention to him who thus addressed him. 
Had no one been beside him — ^no voice sounded in his ears 
— ^he could not have exhibited a more perfect unconscious- 
ness of being' spoken to. He was looking with a gloomy 
and fixed glance at Lord Fairfax, who occupied his former 
position in the middle of the line of justices : and thus, mo 
tionless, stem, wrapped from head to foot in his old gray 
over-coat, shaggy and soiled with long use, he presented a 
singular spectacle. His long gray hair half covered his face, 
which inclined forward, and the keen eyes, burning beneath 
the bushy wnite eyebrows, were never removed for a mo- 
ment from the face of the Earl. 

The rude crowd swaying to and fro at the door, regarded 
the prisoner with superstitious interest; and as the shade* 
of evening began to descend, and his figure grow gradually 
I distinct in its outlines, they watched him with as moab 
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intensity as if they had expected him ere long to melt into 
f.liiTi air, and disappear, with a disagreeable srneU of snlphm 
only left behind. 

The remote and retired life of the old man, his system- 
atic non-attendance upon any occasions of public assembago 
in the small towns, or at social gatherings — the mysterioui 
manner in which he had arrived a year or twc before, oo 
one knew whence — and above aU, the dense smoke which 
was frequently seen, even in the hottest days of summer, 
curhng above the summit just beneath which his cottage 
was situated — all these things had strangely impressed the 
rude and credulous inhabitants of the frontier, and led them 
to bestow upon him the name by which he was known 
throughout the region — "The Wizard of the Massinut- 
ton." 

What had induced the drunken justice, Hastyluck, to set 
on foot a prosecution against him for diabolical proceedings, 
it was difficult to say. It may have been some private spite 
— or the attempt of a sottish hanger-on to bolster up a 
damaged reputation by an affectation of zeal in his office of 
justice — or lastly, the mere enmity of a small, ill-natured 
mind against one apparently without friends. 

However this may be, it is certain that Hastyluck set the 
matter on foot; and in his vagabond wanderings among the 
rude and ignorant settlers — especially those from the witch- 
haunted land of Germany — he had experienced little diffi- 
culty in impressing upon their minds the idea that every 
misfortune which had ever happened to them had been 
caused by the " Wizard of the Massinutton. " More than one 
of these superstitious people were now present, prepared to 
testify with the utmost distinctness against the prisoner — 
and Major Hastyluck, who had spent a considerable por- 
tion of the day in swilling Jamaica in Mynheer Van Dor- 
ing's inner room, now rubbed his hands and regarded tba 
Hm) wizards seated before hiTu ydth. maudlin triumph. 



THE MASTEB OF GBEENWAY OOUBT. 168 

" The prisoner, Powell," said Major Hastyluck, in a tliiek 
knd stamiiiering voice, "■will now be arraigned." 

Lord Fairfax, whose place had thus been unceremoniously 
•Bsumed by the drunken Major, turned with a frown to that 
gentleman, and said with some hauteur: 

" I pray you, sir. permit the business of the court to pro- 
ceed regularly." 

To which cold words Major Hastyluck, who was quit* 
beyond the influence of hauteur, responded with the re- 
markable words, uttered with shocking indistinctness* 

" Hans Doppelkraut '11 tell you !" 

After which the Major assumed an expression of much 
dignity, and attempted to pare his nails with a goosequUL 

The Earl bestowed a withering glance upon his associate, 
which, however, feE powerless, and making a sign to the 
sheriff, that excitable gentleman summoned the prisoner to 
stand and say whether or not he was guilty of witchcraft. 
The prisoner, thereupon, rose and said, " I am not guilty," 
in a calm and indifferent voice. Then taking his seat, he 
fixed his eyes as before upon Lord Fairfax. 

Carl ZeUycreffer being called, testified in broad German, 
that his child had been afflicted with internal dropsy and 
rickets, which he believed to have been caused by the wiz- 
ard. Being interrogated as to the foundation for this opin- 
ion, his reply was unsatisfactory. 

Hans Doppelkraut succeeded this worthy. Hans testified 
that he believed his cattle to have been destroyed by the 
wizard's shooting them with hair balls, as no marks of dis- 
ease, or violence were discovered upon them : — ^his neighbor, 
Flangel, who was too sick to attend, was certain that his ill- 
ness was caused by the wizard's changing him into a horse, 
bridling and saddling him, and riding him at full speed oret 
the very top of the Fort Mountain, to a meeting of witchei 
and wizards in the " Hog Back.'' He, the witness, did no* 
know how this was — ^but he could say, that in his opinion 
his own cows had been made dry by the prisoner, by fixing 
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B pin in a towel for each cow — ^hanging the towel otot ft 
door, and drawing the TnilTr from the fringes. The officer 
had told him they had seen a towel at the prisoner's house : 
— and that the "Hog Back " was the most probable place 
for a meeting, such as neighbor ITangel had declared he was 
ridden to, saddled and bridled, with heavy spurs dug every 
instant into his sides — ^wliich marks, by some witchcraft ol 
ihe prisoner, were, howerert not visible when he returned to 
his human shape. 

Having given this perspicuous testimony, Hans Doppel- 
krant stood aside, and Joe Gunn, hunter and trapper, wa» 
called. 

Joe Ghmn, for his part, didn't know whether there was 
any sech thing as vritchcraft or not, and only hearn about it. 
He had been acquainted with hunters who said their guns 
were bewitched and wouldn't shoot straight — and when 
Black, one of his hounds, couldn't be got to hunt of late, he 
had burnt him in the forehead with a hot iron — after which he 
didn't know whether he hunted or not, for, like an ongrate- 
ful varmaint, he run away. Major Hastyluck there had told 
him, Joe Grunn, "strange things was in the wind now- 
abouts " — and asked him if he was well; when he, Joe Giinn, 
told the Major that he did have a little tetch of the rhuma- 
tiz from sleeping out o'-nights on the ground, the Major had 
asked liim solemnly if he was sure that this was not caused 
by PowelL He, Joe Guim, replying that in this miserable 
world there was nothing whatsoever that was nat 'rally sar 
tin but unsartinty, the Major had advised him to draw a pic- 
ture of the wizard on a plank, and shoot at it with a bullet 
containing a bit of silver. His old woman wouldn't hear of 
any such waste of precious metals, and he fired away at the 
picture, drawn on the fence iu charcoal, with an ordinary bul- 
let. The Major told him the bullet would hit the old wizard 
all the same as if he was really there — and so, not wanting 
to kill anybody, and knowing Long July Ann, his rifle, sent 
the ball tight where he put tiie bead, he aimed A thft right 
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shoulder, and put it there. If the talk about -wizArda was 
true, the prisoner ought to have an ounce of lead in his right 
shoulder — ^which he, Joe Gimn, wouldn't like to ha^e in hin 
own — and that was all he knew about it.* 

A singular expression of surprise passed over the face ot 
the prisoner, who nevertheless did not move. 

" Search him, search him, according to the law of witch- 
craft 1" came with maudlin energy from the drunken Major 
on the bench: — and many of the justices evidently acqui- 
esced in the propriety of this jroceeding. But before the of- 
ficious worthies of the law could approach, the prisoner 
rose slowly to his feet, and opened his Hps to address the 
court. 



* "The belief in witchcraft was prevalent among the early settlers of the Western 
country. To the witch was ascribed the tremendous power of Inflicting strange and in 
curable diseases, particularly on children — of destroying cattle by shooting them with 
hair balls, and a great variety of other means of destruction — of inflicting spells and 
imrses on gnns and other things — and lastly, of changing men into horses, and after 
bridling and saddling them, riding them at full speed over hill and dale to their frol- 
Icks and other rendezvous. . . . Wizards were men supposed to possess the sama 

mischievous power as the witches The diseases of children, supposed to 

be inflicted by witchcraft, were those of the mtemal dropsy and the rickets. The 
symptoms and cure of these destructive diseases were utterly unknown in former times 
In the country. Diseases which could neither be accounted for nor cured, were usu- 
»Uy ascribed to some supernatural agency of a malignant kind. For the cure of tha 
diseases Inflicted by witchcraft, the picture of the supposed witch was drawn on a 
Btump, or piece of board, and shot at with a bullet containing a little bit of silver. 
This bullet transferred a painful and sometimes a mortal spell on that part of the 
witch corresponiUng with the part of the poitrait struck by the bullet. .... Th« 
witch had but one way of relieving herself from any spellinflioted upon her in any way 
which was that of borrowing something, no matter what, of the family to which tha 
enbject of the exercise of her witchcraft belonged I I have known several poor 
old women much surprised at being refused requests which had usually beep 
granted without hesitation, and almost heart-hroken when informed of the cause <« 
the refosaL When cattle or dogs were supposed to be under the influence of witchcraft, 
they were burnt In the forehead by a branding-iron, or when dead, buined wholly to 
Mhes. This Inflicted a spell npon the witch, whith could only by removed by borrowing 
as above stated. Witches were often said to milk the oowh of their neighbors. This they 
did by fixing a new pin in a new towel for each cow Intended to be mUked. This towel 
was hung over her own door, and by means of certain incantaUona, the milk wo« e& 
traoted from the fringes of the towel after the manner of milking a cow. This hap- 
pened," adds the reverend historian with dry hnmor, " when the cows were too pooi 
tt^yt arach milk."— flwMrtdCB'l STofe* .• pp. «7«-7, in KerofieBaTi BUIanf ^ m 
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At the same moment a stir was heard at the door, soza« 
pitying exdamations were uttered by the crowd, and through 
an opening which was speedily made for her, Cannie ad- 
Tanced into the court room. The wagon of good Mr. Teardly 
had broken down, and she had just arrived at the Ordinary 
—trembling, pale, shaking with an indefinable fear. 

The sight of the old nmn, however, seemed to give her 
strength. The power of a resolute will, and a devotion 
which spumed all fear, came to her assistance — without 
BheddiQg a tear, or hesitating a moment, the young girl, 
with the air of a little queen, went to the side of the prison- 
er, and throwing one arm arouad him, nestled close to hia 
bosom. 

But the trial was too much tor tser — ^the agitation she had 
tuiJcrgone too excessive — ^the proud and defiant look which 
she directed at Lord Fairfax and the justices, was succeeded 
by a nervous tremor, and burying her face in the old man's 
breast, she clung to him, and sobbed wildly : 

" Grand papa ! grand papa I they shall not take yoa from 
me I They shall not! — ^no they shall not, while I am 
aUve I" 

A flood of tears followed these words, and for an instant 
a dead silence reigned throughout the apartment. All eyes 
were fixed upon the tall gray-haired man, clasped ir the 
embrace of the beautiful and devoted child — and as they 
stood thus, bathed 'In theredHght of the declining sun, there 
was something so proud and noble in the forms of both, that 
ttie crowd was hushed and awed. 

The silence was broken by the prisoner. 

"My Lord," he said, calmly, ia his cold, austere voice, 
"my Lord and Gentlemen of the Court, I beg you to take 
notice that this presence of my child was against my wishes 
— 1 would scorn to make use of any such vulgar trick to ex- 
oite your sympathies. This absurd accusation of witchcraft 
bas been heard — the witnesses have testified — ^I might go to 
taj hoxae agar% cleared of the foolish imputation — bat then 
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la still another charge to be brought against me, I belieye 
Before that charge is made, I crave a few moments' private 
conversation with the presiding justice of the court— my 
lord Fairfax. In making this request, I am not impelled 
by any fear of the result, or any wish to conciliate your 
lordship's favor. My child is agitated — I would be home 
again — I have other reasons, my Lord Thomas of Denton 
— ^Fairfax, I should say. I pray that I may speak with your 
lordship." 

At the words " Lord Thomas of Denton," the Earl gave a 
visible start and leaned forward in his chair, vainly endeav- 
ouring to read some secret in the countenance of the prison- 
er. But that countenance defied all his penetration — it was 
cold and impenetrable — a mask might have conveyed more 
expression. 

Lord Fairfax drew back with a deep sigh and a bewildered 
look, which was extremely unusual with him — ^but said 
nothing. Then seeming suddenly to reeoUect the request 
of the prisoner, he rose to his feet and said hurriedly : 

"I pray the court to suspend its business for a brief peri- 
od. I am willing to grant the private interview which the 
prisoner craves. I know not the character of the communi- 
cation which he is about to make to me, if it be a communi- 
cation — but trust I may rely upon the good opinion of my 
honorable associates, that nothing will be taken into consid- 
eration by me without their privity and advice." 

Major Hastyluck, who had been for at least an hour with 
out a fresh potation, cheerfully replied for his brethren, that 
they had perfect confidence in his lordship — and then the 
Major showed the example by staggering pompously from 
bis seat toward the inner room. 

Lord Fairfax, stDl absent and looking with vague curiosi- 
ty toward the prisoner, made a sign to that personage, and 
passed up the staircase to his private room. 

The old man, with soothing words and a smiling caress, 
entrusted Oannie into the hands of George, who hastened 
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forward to offer her hig arm, and then wrapping his shaggy 
OTer-coat more closely around him, stalked throngh the 
group of insolent and astounded bailiffs after the Earl. 

In a few moments the door was locked behind them, tui 
they were alone together. 
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XXXIV. 

TEE PBIBONIiB AND THE JXTDOI, 

JEE two men looked at each other for some mo- 
ments in silence. There was somethii^ striMng 
and impressive in this silent examination by each 
of his adversary ; and points of great similarity 
were not wanting, at least in the carriage of their persons. 
Neither of them had anything ia common with the hum- 
bler class of hiiman beings. Both men, in their attitudes, 
bearing, and poise of head and feet, were plainly of that 
rank accustomed to command and not to be commanded, — 
to question but not to be questioned. An indifferent spec- 
tator would have said, however, that the mysterious " wiz- 
ard " was the superior, and the stronger of the two. There 
was something superb and haughty in the figure no longer 
bent, but as straight as an arrow, in the eye flashing clearly 
beneath the shaggy white eye-brow, in the proudly com- 
pressed Hp, the forehead raised calmly aloft. Lord Fairfax 
had the air of a nobleman, but the stranger that of a mon- 
arch. 

" "WeU, sir," said the Earl, betraying unmistakable aston- 
ishment, for no man had a quicker eye for the indefinable 
evidences of superior character. " Well, sir, now for your 
private communication. You have made a somewhat sin- 
gular request, and used a mode of address which indicates 
former acquaintance. Where and how did you learn that 
' Lord Thomas of Denton ' was my name upon my patrimon- 
ial estate, and there alone? Speak, sir I — let us end thii 
■ysteiy. I listen I" 
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And sitting down, his lordsliip motioned with coid oonr- 
tesy toward a chair opposite to his cwn. 

"FTifl companion did not take the offered seat, jut said 
ooolly: 

"Then you do not recognize me, my lord?" 

"No, sir; I find, it is true, something strangly familiar iSi 
your features, but " 

" Possibly I may assist your recollection," interrupted th« 
other; and throwing off his long overcoat, he stood before 
Lord Fairfax metamorphosed from a rude backwoodsman 
into an English gentleman clad in the most courtly and im- 
posing costume. His coat was richly embroidered in scar 
let — ^his friU snow-white, — ^his waistcoat of blue sUk, loaded 
with decorations, and faUing over knee-breeches of the finest 
material 

" Have you forgotten me ?" he said coldly, as he saw the 
Earl give a great start and suddenly turn pale. 

Lord Fairfax almost recoiled, as the stranger advanced 
toward him, but by a powerful effort summoned his strength 
again, and replied: 

" I have not, sir. Tou are Sir William Powys I" 

" Yes, my lord," returned the wizard with a frown, " I 
am Sir William Powys ! Sir William Powys whom your 
lordship's father stripped of nearly aU his possessions in 
Yorkshire — wko swore enmity thirty years ago against your 
family — ^whose body bears the scar of a pistol baU lodged 
therein by your lordship, in the right shoidder here, as that 
hunter by a strange coincidence, declared — who Las left the 
Old World, as your lordship has left it, to come to the New, 
and who here, as there, finds one of the house of Fairfax 
eternally in his path, set in judgment over him, to oppose 
him, and strive to direct him, in all his acts ; to endeavor — 
vainly! vainly my lord I — ^to thwart and to crush him! 
Not content with alienating from me the heart of my daugh- 
ter, and marrying her against my wishess ! — not content with 
•hipwrecldng mj happiness and hope in the Old World, yoni 
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lordship has followed me hither ! — you a&semble a body ol 
low yeomen to try an English gentleman for wikhcTC^! 
Had I not requested this interview, the -volgar fellow who 
arrested me yonder would have preferred in addition a charga 
of counterfeiting coin ! — against me. me, mj lord ! me t" 

And the old man, with flushed cheeks and forehead, looked 
down upon the Earl with a fiery wrath which made hia 
countenance almost terrible in its indignation. 

Lord Fairfax did not immediately reply. He seemed en- 
deavoring to control a sentiment as violent as that of hii 
companion. His compressed lips and heaving bosom indi- 
cated the struggle which was passing in his mind, and he 
was silent for some moments. The effort at self-control was 
successful. His features slowly grew calm. The flush dis- 
appeared from his face, and returning the other's gaze with 
cold solemnity he said: 

" Sir WUliam Powys, what you have just uttered is an in • 
justice unworthy of your character, and unHke your blood, 
which, in allTits representives with whom I am acquainted, 
has been violent and implacable, but neither unfair nor un- 
generous. You know well that I have had no part in origi- 
nating this siUy prosecution of you for witchcraft. Ton 
know that I am simply among these people, not of them, — as 
the Lieutenant of the county, as an official bound to act 
officially. So much for that. And touching the subject of 
counterfeiting, it was mentioned in my hearing but an hour 
ago. These are the vrrongs which I have inflicted upon you^ 
as you declare, in the New "World !" 

The Earl paused .a moment, then continued gloomily 

" Of events in England I would rather not speak: except to 
say that you have he'' 'ual injustice. I do not be- 

lieve that my father was narsu uoward you — ^but let that 
pass. In a single accusation, you are just. I did force a 
quarrel with you and wound you, — 1 regretted it. I still re- 
gret it; it was unnecessary. But touching the last charge, — 
here. Sir Williwa Powys, I have nothing to blame myaell 



ITS FAIRFAX; OB, 

with. I honestly loved your daughter — she honestly lOted 
me; in spite of your hatred for my family, she became my 
Countess — ^if against your wish, as you say, still not without 
your legal consent. But enough, sir. These memories move 
me bitterly. Let the past sleep. I do not speak angrily as 
you see. Sir WiUiam; I address you as your rank and position 
demand. I have done, sir." 

There was so much nobility and sincerity in the tone of 
the Earl, that his words evidently affected the listener 
strangely. The menacing expression disappeared, and a 
gloomy calm succeeded. 

" My lord," he said, " I so far acquit you of this present 
annoyance as to fuUy believe that you had no part in it. Tha 
pain it has occasioned both me and my child, no less re- 
main. There is, besides, no certainty that in future it will 
not be repeated — and thus I have reason when I say that 
the name of Fairfax is my evU genius, for you are the real 
master and controlling influence in the country. But I pass 
that by. Tou have said that my family is implacable. That 
is only partly true of myself ; but I shall not discuss the 
question. I shall simply say that toward yourself personal- 
ly I have no ill feeHng ; indeed I am conscious of having 
more than repaired all your injuries, as some day you will 
know." 

Lord Fairfax made a motion with his hand and said with 
noble simplicity: 

"I would rather have it so than otherwise, sir." 

The words seemed to dissipate still further the enmity of 
his companion. He sat down, and when he spoke again, 
his voice was greatly changed. It was almost sad. 

"Mv lord," he said, "this is a strange and sorrowful 
world — ^have you not found it so ?" 

" Eminently," replied the Earl, sadly. 

"lam more than seventy years old; you must be nearly 
or quite fifty. Well, at our respective ages, men should 
strive to forget the passions of their youth — ^the enmitieat 
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Mid hatreds wliich sear the soul. Ton have -wronged me — I 
have wronged you. There let it rest. I am willing to forget 
all, and to go upon my way without cherishing any thoughts 
of vengeance in my heart. I will do more: I will right the 
wrong I have done you ;" — here the brows of the speakoK 
contracted painfully — "but not now. Let us come to the 
business which made me request this interview." 

The Earl incHned his head with great courtesy, and lis- 
tened. 

"Nearly two years ago," said his companion, "I bought 
of your agent here — ^I never expected to see you in Virginia 
— the tract of land upon which I Hve with my granddaugh- 
ter. I removed from my small estate on the seaboard, be- 
cause the chills and fevers of that region, for a portion of 
the year, render it dangerous to her constitution; and again 
because she derives singular benefit from a mineral spring 
in the ' fort ' yonder. I brought with me only a man and a 
maid, intending to return in the cold season, but have re- 
mained. One of the reasons for this decision, in addition to 
the health of my granddaughter, was the discovery of a 
miae of gold and silver, upon the tract, which I have worked 
with the utmost success." 

The Earl bowed \yith the same calm courtesy, and the 
speaker continued : 

" I know that by the charter granted to Lord Culpeper, 
from whom you derive your property in this province, you 
are entitled to one-fourth of the proceeds of all mines of gold 
and silver discovered upon aU lands within Lord Culpeper'a 
grant, and I have accordingly laid aside carefully one ragot 
from every four, in a box marked " Lord Fairfax." La rela- 
tion to the coin discovered by the baUiff, in one sense it ia 
counterfeit. I cast it from pure gold in a mould of clay, aa 
the amusement of an idle moment; and inasmuch as its 
Talue, from the absence of all alloy, is one-fourth more than 
that of real coin, I imagine my moral innocence of tha 
charge of coining may be established. I have made thi* 
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explanation," continued the speaker, "in order to propcama 
to you an interrogatory. I do so that there may be no mis- 
nnderstanding, no ambiguity. Shall I be permitted to 
remain in this region undisturbed by legal annoyances, or 
must I go with my child to another ? The heart beats chill 
at seTenty, my lord, and a man is disposed to quiet. 1 
would ask no favor; I would have you reply as a mere mat- 
ter of business; I address myself to you as Lord Proprietor 
of the Northern Neck in which I liTe, and chief executive 
officer of the country." 

"As such I reply. Sir William," said the Earl, calmly, 
" that your further sojourn in the region shall be, as far as 
lies in my power, wholly freed from all annoyance. If I 
were not disposed to make you this assurance, with refer- 
ence to yourself, I should do so for your granddaughter's 
sake. I cannot forget that she would have been the cousin 
of my children. No more of that. In regard to the fourth 
part of all gold mines, I do not claim that right in my char- 
ter — or, if you insist, I reply that I wish the child to receive 
the sum which you have laid aside — as a present from her 
uncle by marriage. I pray you, sir, not to refuse me this 
trifle. I shall not stop here, with your permission, in my 
privilege of displaying my affection for my little niece. I 
am truly proud to think of her as such ; a more perfect 
young princess I have never seen than the child, as she 
came to you in the court-room. But enough, sir. I shall 
not let you offer me this gold again, as I think you intend ; 
let us return and terminate this business. All shall end at 
once." 

And opening the door, the Earl made a courteous gesture 
lo the old man, who had again donned his long coat, to 
precede him, which resulted in their issuing forth together. 
In the two hearts thus close to each other, there was no 
longer any enmity; but in the elder's there was rain, and a 
emel hesitation. 

They entered the room where the members of the court 
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ware seated, and in ten minutes Lord Fairfax had impressed 
D.pon his associates, in private conference, the entire ab- 
surdity of all charges brought against the prisoner. Indeed 
the honorable justices were rather ashaued of themselves; 
and many looks of disgust were directed toward the person 
of Major Haslgrluck, chief instigator and persecutor, who 
was slumbering serenely with his face on the table. Th« 
toils of his arduous position had overcome this watdh-dog 
of justice; after all his labors and his Jamaica, he " slept 
well" 

The Wizard of the Massiautton was thus promptly dis- 
charged, and in a moment two soft arms were around his 
neck, and a face wet with tears was pressed to his thin 
cheek. 

Cannie was crying on the old man's bosom.* 

• The following extract from " A viait to the Fort Mountain," in the Southern Liter- 
ary Messenger for February, 1841, will indicate the origin of the character of " Old 
Powell ;" the first lines describe the Massinutton; 

"On the left bank of the creek, the mountain crowds against the narrow road — on the 
right, a granite escarpment of a lihousand feet frowns down upon you — and the ravine 
Itself, clothed with a luxuriant growth of pines, cypresses, and laurels, deepens the gloom 
of the overshadowing rocks. . . . On a sultry day, dispersed along the comb of the 
precipice, groups of these vultures (turkey buzzards) may be seen, with their broad, rusty 
wings, half expanded to the breeze — resembling so many spirits of darkness, brooding 
over the gulf of perdition. The view from the bank is splendid. Passage Creek is dimin- 
ished to a rivulet, whose murmurs are f^int as the dying wind in the pines around us. The 
hignway along its bank, seems but a winding footpath, over which the mlllboy's horse 
^4idst think it was a small brindled dog with a white spot on its back?Hateals without 
any apparent effort or motion of its own. What a majestic mountain is this across the 
defile I It looks like Atlas, strong enough to sustain the world upon Ite shoulden. 
Within this fort a comparative abundance of wild game is still to be found, particularly 
wild hogs descended from the domestic breeds, bntfierce as the monsters of the Fy. 
renees. It is called " Powell's Fort," after one of the first settlers of the country, the 
TaHey of the creek is also known as "the Foi-t.'' There is a curious and popular tra- 
dition cherished in the neighborhood regarding " Old Powell." It is said that'he was 
an advocate of a specie currency, and to assist the Government in the promotion a* a 
■pede circulation, (established a hard money factory on his own responsibility, and 
coined thousands of the genuine " Garolus in -•Dei gratia " — ^procuring his metal 
from mines in the rlcinity only known to Mm. Suspected, and fearing detection, 
he barreled up his immense treasure, and buried it at various places tn Oie mountain!, 
mthoot diu'Uwlng the secret he died, and the barreU of silver still remain iuidi«tnib«4 
kaoMue nndlnoovered." 
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XXXV. 

THE EESEMBLANOB. 

JHE old man gently caressed the 3oft hair of Lht 
child, and gazed into her face, which -was all 
April smiles and tears, with a depth of tender 
affection which made the countenance, ordina- 
rily so proud and cold, almost beautiful and winning. 

Then raising his head. Sir William Powys, or the Wizard, 
if we may be aHowed to still employ the name by which he 
was most generally known, looked arotind upon the crowd, 
who regarded him with strange and superstitious interest. 
There were many persons in the assembly whose heads had 
moved significantly from side to side when the strange per- 
sonage demanded a private interview with Lord Fairfax. 
No good would result for his lordship, these wiseacres de- 
clared, from yielding to this demand. Once alone -svith 
him, the wizard would be sure to " bewitch " him — ^he 
would cast a spell on him, and then vanish in a cloud of 
brimstone. Some of these philosophers were by no means 
sertain that if this were not the case, the mysterious wizard 
would not be seen issuing from the window of the tavern, 
mounted upon a handsome flying horse, once Lord Fair- 
fax; now destined to bear the prisoner away in triumph to 
lome diabohcal rij>,i3] of witches in the depths of the "Hog- 
Back." 

It resulted from this condition of public feeling, that 
when the wizard, who had fulfilled the expectations of the 
more moderate among the wiseacres, by procuring a prompt 
aequrttal through his interview with the Earl, looked round 
upon the crowd, they recoiled with an unmistakable exprefr 
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■ion of dread, and left him standing, almost alone> with hit 
child, in the middle of the apartment. 

A alight curl of the firm lip greeted this movement, and 
the wizard was about to turn away indifferently, when 
suddenly his eyes were riveted upon a richly-clad figure, 
framed, as it were, in the doorway, and gazing upon him 
with deep interest and sympathy. 

That figure was that of Falconbridge, who, having 
watched the absurd trial, and witnessed the scene between 
the prisoner and his daughter, now rejoiced at the result, 
and regarded them, as they stood wrapped in each other'* 
embrace, with kindly smiles and pleasure. 

The wizard fixed upon the young man, as he stood thus 
framed in the doorway, Hke a picture, one of those glances 
▼hich seem to penetrate uito the soul of the person upon 
vfhom they are riveted. There was much ia the gallant 
and graceful form of Falconbridge — in his proud, laughing 
face, and elegant costume — to attract attention ; but the 
ioot now bent upon him was not one of simple admiration 
or curiosity. It expressed surprise, deep fee Jing, and a 
species of wondering doubt. 

The young man perceived the glance directed toward 
him, and without understanding it, approached, and said, 
kindly: 

" I am rejoiced at your acquittal, sir; as much for your 
own sake, as you seem very old, as for your little daughter. 
My father taught me to respect and bow to purity and de- 
votion wherever I met with them, and I think I cannot be 
mistaken in saying that your child is both innocent and 
courageous — faithful and noble-hearted." 

With these words, which were uttered ia thai tone ol 
simplicity and sincerity, which characterized his voice, tli« 
young man held out his hand to Cannie, extending the 
other toward the old man. 

The girl's soft, little fingers glided into those erf Paloop 
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bridge, and a grave, sweet glance, shining ^hroLgli the tear* 
in her eyes, rewarded the BiDeaker. 

"Thank you, sir," she said, in her low, musical voioe, 
" for speaking so kindly to us — to grandpapa. Tou are not 
like those people who have gone — ^your face is kind." 

And Cannie pressed the hand frankly, and looked 
" thanks !" with her whole heart. 

The old man had, however, drawn back unconsciously 
when Falconbridge greeted him. He had not taken the 
hand. StiU, looking at him with that strange air which we 
have described, he said : 

"What is your name, sir?" 

The words were almost rude, but the tone in which they 
were pronounced did not so impress the hearer. The 
wizard plainly intended no slight — ^it was some mysterious 
sentiment of wonder which spoke in his voice, in his abrupt 
question : and the young man comprehended this instinct- 
ively. 

" My name is Falconbridge, sir," he replied, wth a courte- 
ous inclination; "I have but recently come to this region." 

'' Falconbridge I I thought so ! I was sure of it 1" mur- 
mured the wizard. " Strange 1 Strange 1 who would ever 
have believed !" 

There he suddenly stopped. By a sudden and powerful 
effort he conti-oHed his emotion; his countenance subsided 
again into its customary calmness, and he bowed in return, 
taking the hand which was stOl half extended. 

" I thank you, Mr. Falconbridge," he said, coolly, " and 
beg you will not attribute my singular ques-tion to any dis- 
position to affront you. Tou bear a very remarkable resem- 
blance to a person whom I once knew; thitj must be my 
excuse for the very rude reception I have given to your kind 
speech and sympathy." 

" It is nothing — ^I scarcely noted it," returned the young 
man, smiling, " and as to any kindness, I am sure, sir, 
Uiftt I deserve no praise. My heart leaped when your dhild 
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nme so bravely to your side— and I bow to, and honor her 
I have never seen a princess or a queen — ^but I think she ia 
worthy to be either I" 

" Ohj sir," exclaimed Cannie, blnshing, " you make me 
feel ashamed 1 It was nothing for me to come to grand- 
papa's side. He is all I have in world, and I love T^itia 
dearly, with my whole heart. And you, grandpapa," added 
Cannie, turning and whispering to the old man with a smile, 
" you know you love me just as dearly." 

" That is very certain,'' was the low reply, accompanied 
by the look which always came to the face when it was turned 
toward the girl; " and now, my child, let us go to out 
private room. We must remain here all night — ^but we will 
return home early in the morning." 

" Come with me, sir," said the voice of Lord Fairfax, at 
the speaker's elbow, " I have ample room for you and your 
daughter at Greenway Court — ^it will be far more comfort- 
able." 

"I thank you, my lord," returned the other, with a cere- 
monious inehnation, "but the nights grow chill, and my 
daughter is deUcate." 

"The blinds of the chariot may be easily closed, sir," 
said the Earl, looking wistfully at Cannie. 

"Tour lordship will not consider me ill-bred — that is to 
say ungrateful — ^if I still decUne your goodness. If my 
child should wish at another time to visit Greenway Court," 
added the old man, exchanging a look with the Earl, " it 
wiU give me true pleasure to bring her thither— or to en- 
trust her to our good friend here, Mr. George. May I take 
that Hberty, Mr. George?" 

That liberty ! thought George, as his heart gave a bound 
at the idea of a long gaUop through the prairie, with Can- 
Die's arm around his waist; but he suppressed his delight, 
and rephed with extreme gravity and poKteness, that it 
would give him very great iJeasure. 

"And now, my lord," said the wizard, "let me, before I 
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leave you, say how much I am indebtof'. tc yoicr mrSship 
for my release from this prosecution — a prosecution. whicTj 
I dreaded far more for the grief it caused my child than on 
my own account. I am old, and care little what cones to 
me — ^whether of weal or woe — but she is young and tender- 
hearted. Thanks I thanks, again for our freedom !" 

The speaker was standing as before, with his arm around 
Cannie, and by them stood Falconbridge, smiling. Not 
only the Earl, but George, and Captain Wagner, who were 
near at hand, were struck with the singular resemblance 
between the three, and afterwards spoke of it. One was 
seventy, and gray-headed; the second twenty-three or four, 
and in the bloom of manhood; the child, a girl of fifteen, 
with innocent, sweet eyes, and tender Ups. But the re- 
semblance was as perfect iu all three as if they were the 
offspring of the same parents. 

For a moment they remaiaed thus motionless, then bow- 
ing again, the wizard retired with Cannie to a private 
room, having arranged with Mynheer Van Doring on the 
way, for a vehicle in the morning. 
Lord Fairfax turned to Falconbridge, and said ; 
" I thiok you have not yet consulted me upon your affairs, 
Mr. Falconbridge. If it suits your convenience at the pre- 
sent moment, you might accept a seat in my chariol , and 
sleep at Greenway. What say you, sir?" 

" I accept your lordship's offer with many thanks "' was 
the reply. 

And very soon the young man and the Earl were rolling 
toward Greenway, beneath the new risen moon, whio \ min- 
gled its Ught with that of the setting sun, and commm icated 
to the dreary stretch of prairie land a wUd and mysterious 
charm. 

As to George, and Captain Wagner, they remained at the 
Ordinary for reasons best known to themselves, but easily 
comprehensible by the reader. George staid oocause 
Ouuiie would spend the night there ; the Gaptam beoaiue 
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his eloquence had triumphed in favor of Winchester; and 
the fair Mrs. Butterton was, no doubt, ready to thank, per< 
haps to reward him. 

Meanwhile the chariot containing the Earl and Falcon- 
bridge rolled on in silence. The few common-place words 
had died away. Lord Fairfax seemed deeply preoccupied. 

At last, as they approached the clump of trees, indicating 
Greenway, the Earl raised his droopiag shoulders, uttered a 
long, deep sigh, and muttered : 

" I wonder if a single heart beats still for me, in deer old 
England. No, I think xiot one 1 — not one 1" 
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XXXVl. 

CAMPAIGN OF GENEBAL LONGSNITB. 

^HE Captain twirled his moustaclie. 

We would call the attention of the reader to &ui 
fact, which we have hitherto omitted to mention, 
that Captain Wagner was always engaged in 
twirling his moustache. Or, if the statement seems extreme 
and improbable, let us simply say that he was often thus 
laboriously occupied, and seemed to derive much innocent 
satisfaction from the ceremony. 

On the present occasion he gave to the martial append- 
age a jaunty and gallant curl toward the eyes; then he 
looked at Mrs. Butterton, who was busily knitting opposite 
the Captain, and the table by the Captain, upon which was 
deposited the Captain's warm glass of punch and unfilled 
pipe. 

Monsieur Jambot, for the moment in deep disgrace, was 
forlornly carrying on a sleepy conversation with Mynheer 
Van Doring in one comer — a ceremony which resulted be- 
tween the two in an awful mutilation of King George the 
Second's English. In another corner George and Cannie 
were talking in a low tone, and assisting what they uttered 
with smUes and confidential glances. 

" My dear Mrs. Butterton," said the Captain, " have you 
any commands in Belhaven — or, as these new-fangled folka 
will call it, Alexandria f It's a shame to be re-christening 
■O promising a child — or I'm a dandy I 

"Any commands in BeUiaven?" asked the lady with « 
little siiiq>er and flutter; " why do you ask. Captain ?" 
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"Because I think it likely that I'll go back soon to amuse 
myself Tou remain here, I believe." 

These cold and cruel words made the lady's heart throb. 
Then Captain "Wagner cared nothing for her I 

" YiiB," she said, faintly, " perhaps tiU the spring." 

" I woTild liks to do as much myself," continued thA 
worthy, "but the rascally Injuns, whose scalps I was to 
have, won't come, and it is repugnant to the feelings of a 
soldier to be living on that honest feUow, Fairfax, without 
doing him any service in return." 

" Why, Captain," said Mrs. Butterton, with evident admi- 
ration in her eyes, for one who spoke in this free and easy 
way of so great a nobleman, " why. Captain, his lordship is 
delighted at your visit, and I heard him with my own ears 
say, no longer ago than this morning, that you were worth 
a thousand pounds a year to him in good spirits I" 

"All flattery!" returned the soldier, "or I'm a dandy 1 
I have remonstrated with Fairfax about that bad habit he 
has of trying to ingratiate himself with people by flattering 
them. He knew you were my friend — that you would re- 
peat it — and he is trying to get around me." 

" Oh, Captain ! How can you talk so of his lordship !" 

The worthy laughed. 

"He's only a man like anybody else, my dear Mrs. But- 
terton; it's not his fault that he is called Earl and Baron. 
Tm free to say he'd be a dooms good feUow under any cir- 
cumstances. I like Fairfax. He's no pretender. And I 
repeat that I don't like to be eating and drinking, as / eat 
and drink, at his expense, when the Injun devils dediue 
coming along and getting themselves done for I I was sent 
for to eat Injuns, not beef 1 to drink blood, not Jamaica I 
And these Injuns — where are they ? Nowhere, or may the 
—hum I" 

The soldier terminated this sentence by swallowing k 
mouthful of punch, which seemed to refresh him greatly. 

M'yyiij, Oaptain," said Mrs. Butterton, "you are oertainlj 
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mistiiken about the chance of an inroad. They say there'! 
tto certainty of peace from day to day." 

" My dear madam," returned the Borderer, " it has been 
my habit for a number of years to hunt up Mr. ' They Say, 
and when I have heard his views to go and lay my plani 
precisely to the contrary. I have no respect for 'Thej 
Bay.' I know the rascal — ^he is as completely ignorant of 
what is really going on as a mole ! Even if the Injun rajs- 
cals do come along, let Fairfax send down for me ! I can't 
be neglecting my most important affairs dangling here- 
abouts, and chopping arguments with his earlship !" 

"Tour affairs?" persisted the lady, smiling, "why. Cap- 
tain, you have no biisiness in Belhaven, have you ?" 

The conversation was taking the direction which the cun- 
ning Captain desired. He smiled. 

" Well, reaUy," he said, " I hardly know how to reply to 
you, my dear madam — to reply without touching upon a 
most delicate subject — ^yon comprehend ?" 

The lady blushed, but said nothing. 

"It is true," continued Captain "Wagner, "that many 
people would say I had no business whatsoever to attend to 
in Belhaven, like merchants, and shopkeepers, lawyers, and 
all that small fry, who are thinking aJl the time of money 
and nothing else — ^not like us soldiers, of honor and glory, 
and — hem ! — love." 

" Of— love ?" asked Mrs. Butterton, faintly. What could 
the Captain mean? 

"I would not refer to these matters with any one else, my 
dear madam," said the wortfey, edging his chair across to 
Mrs. Butterton's side, and speaking in low, confidential 
tones; " but you are my good friend, and are well aoquaintr 
ed with- -the lady." 

"The lady" And Mrs. Butterton's voice died away in 

her throat. 

"The fair Emmelina, your friend," whispered the Oa^ 



THE MASTER OF QREENWAX COOBT. 185 

lain, bending over. But his companion's agitation made 
her turn away her head — she could not reply. 

" Miss Emmelina," continued the subtle campaigner, ia 
the same confidential tone, " is, it is true, past the bloom of 
youth. She is nearly my own age, indeed, I fancy, and this 
might seem to many persons an objection. But is it reallj 
such ? I am tired, my dear madam, of your school-girls and 
young misses — ^your sweet yoimg creatures, full of sentiment 
and romance — who clasp their hands when th^ look at the 
moon, and read poetry verses and say, ' Oh, how beautiful !' 
I don't say I never admired 'em, but I'm past aU that, or 
may — ahem ! I now admire the ripe flower, not the bud 
— ^I confess I want a wife, and it has seemed to me that 
Miss Emmelina, your friend, whom you have so often 
praised, would make a noble spouse — and Kkes me well 
enough to give me a fair start — don't you think so — Emme- 
lina?" 

And the Captain scratched his nose, and regarded the 
ceilittg, after this tender exclamation, with an absent and 
pre-occupied air, which was very striking. 

As to Mrs. Butterton, that fair lady remained for some 
time silent and blushing — then, on being again pressed by 
the Captain, replied that she thought — she had hoped — she 
• — No 1 Emmelina was not calculated to adorn the married 
state. No doubt Captain Wagner would think — and here 
Mrs. Butterton assumed a tone meant for hauteur — that she 
was unjust and unfriendly. Tet candor compelled her to 
Bay that she knew Emmelina well, but in spite of a most 
tender friendship for that lady, must say she was in the 
sphere she was best calculated to fill — that of an old maid. 
ija. that sphere, said Mrs. Butterton with animated feeling, 
Emmelina was worthy of aU praise. She had her little 
faults, such as a propensity to gossip, a disposition to pry 
into her neighbors' matters, and a talent for adding to and 
ooloring aU that she repeated, which no doubt arose from 
har fanftrt TiflHB. She had certainly been the cause of tliat 
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terrible fight at the comer of King Street, where the fei 
lovers of her comer neighbor bruised each other so awfon,-, 
and created such a horrible scandal; but she, Mrs. Butter- 
ton, was quite sure that Emmelina had never expected any 
such misfortune to take place ia consequence of her com- 
municating the trifle which she did to one of the young 
.'.aen — ^it had given her great pain, and she had deeply re- 
gretted it. With these, and a few other little drawbacks — 
such as an undue love of money, a disposition to spend 
sothing more than she was absolutely compelled to — a 
strong disKke and suspicion of every one who did not belong 
to her particular church, she was very well in her way, as 
an old maid. Out of that condition, she, Mrs. Butterton, 
very greatly feared that Emmelina would not be a very per- 
fect character. She was little suited for a wife, stiU, if 
Captain Wagner thought differently, it was no affair of hers. 
She hoped he would not find out too late the failings in 
Smmelina's character. 

Having made this lengthy speech, which the Captain ha- 
tened to with silent attention and a subtle smile, Mrs. But- 
terton apphed herself to her knitting in a more hurried 
manner than before, and assumed an air of studied indif- 
ference. 

" My dear madam," replied the Captain, with earnest and 
solemn feeling, " I thank you for this interest in me, but 
are you not misled somewhat ia your estimate of the sweet 
Emmelina, by the opinions of those persons who dislike 
her? Are the fair sex at all given to gossip? I do 
not, I cannot believe it, my dear madam! I will never 
credit the assertion! True, I have heard it said that 
when they get to be old women — even after the tender 
and stUl blooming age of twenty-five, they experience the 
extremest pleasure in the circulation of intelligence about 
their friends. The irreverent and low-miaded individual 
who made this statement in my hearing, added, that tha 
truth was so dear to these angelic newscarriers, that muoh 
of their existence was he .d fondly dedicated to 
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the task of decldng it in bright apparel, and presenting it 
in such a manner as to forcibly impress it on the minds oi 
those who made its acquaiatance. ' The poor, plain maiden 
Truth,' this •wretched person added, ' scarcely knew herself 
when she was thus pranked out; and none of her old friends 
could recognize her.' Now, all these base insinuations I 
abhor and utterly reject and despise 1 Attribute to the 
fair sex any such poor, narrow conduct? regard them as 
laboring under this ' disease,' as the low fellow worded it — 
as the victims of a sickly craving ? Never ! never ! I don't 
respect the man who allows his mind to be filled with such 
base prejudices ! What, madam ! Acknowledge that the 
beautiful and superior sex — the better half of himian beings 
— fritter away their time and intellect on little smirking 
gossip and tittle-tattle ! Believe that they go round and 
smile and whisper, and stab people in secret behind their 
backs — and when they meet them afterwards, squeeze their 
hands and look into their eyes veith tender friendship I Be- 
lieve that when the female mind should grow in dignity and 
sweetness, that it only waxes smaller and more narrow — 
festering away into nods and smirks, and ' guggle — guggle — 
guggle — whish — sh — sh — sh !' beneath the breath ! Credit 
this statement, madam ! think thus of the ladies I — never I 
never ! The cynical and sneering may believe it, but Captain 
Julius Wagner ? Never!" 

The worthy uttered these indignant words with such so- 
lemnity and emphasis that Mrs. Butterton experienced a 
sentiment of admiration for the speaker and his lofty views, 
amounting almost to enthusiasm. 

What he said of women was quite worthy of his generous 
and liberal heart, she replied, and did him honor. It was 
rare to find a gentleman so magnanimous toward the fair 
sex and she would not have him think that she intended to 
epeek harshly of her friend Emmelina. She had alluded to 
those little foibles in Ler character, without the least inten- 
tion or desire of doing her injustice — and perhaps she wa« 
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tnistaken ui her. It was more than human nature oonld 
accomplish, to bscome free from every failing — ^and Sm 
meUna was, perhaps, no worse than many others. 

"Again I thank yon, my dear madam," said the Cap- 
tain ; " yon are a friend indeed ! But let me ask if there it 
not a chance of all these Httle foibles disappearing afte» 
matrimony — I mean in case I were to become the happy — 
hum! — ^possessor of the beauteous Emmelina? I have fre- 
quently observed this singular change. There was my friend, 
Dick Thonderguste — he married a perfect vixen, and I assure 
you, on the word of Wagner, that in six months you wouldn't 
have known her — she was so meek and mild! There, again, 
was my old playmate, Charley Ryan, who always smiled 
when people got angry. He married his cousin, a quiet, 
sonny httle thing, who seemed as good-natured and 
soft as a May morning. And what was the consequence? 
In a year, madam, Mrs. Ryan was a tartar — ^yes, a ter- 
ror to her household, including Charley 1 T never dared 
to go and see him — she looked so black a^ me. I would 
sometimes caU on Charley when I knew she was out ; but 
when her footstep was heard on the porch, I would take my 
hat unconsciously, wring Charley's hand with deep commis- 
eration, and get off, if possible, without meeting the lady, 
You see I was afraid of her — of that timid Httle thing! — I, 
Captain Longknife ! — and all this has induced me to suppose 
that marriage frequently changes the fair sex. Don't you 
think so, my dear madam? — and might it not change Em- 
meHna — Emmelina ! " 

And the -w orthy again gazed at the eeiUng. 

"It may,' said Mrs. Butterton, curtly but sadly too. 

"If I return to my home yonder," however added the Cap- 
tain,"! shall take with me the satisfaction of reflecting, mad- 
am, that I have been of some service to you. It rejoices me 
to reflect that this day the town of Winchester has been se- 
lected as the comity seat. I rejoice upon your account wboUy 
madam ; for confidentially spealdn j;, I regard the riUage ol 
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Winchester as the poorest place on the habitable globe. It 
IS a feilure — it always wiU be ! — there are no men of pablia 
Bpirit there— no natural advantages — and mark me 1 there is 
ao future for Winchester ! Stephensburg, on the contrary, is 
the pearl of towns, the diamond of villages. It bids fair to 
become a gigantic city. Fairfax is a man of intelligence, 
and he understood this, and preferred St»phensburg. But 
for you I should have gone for it — when, of course, madam, 
it would have been chosen. But I could not desert a friend 
one for whom I had so great a — ^hum — ^regard ; so real a — 
hum — attachment ! I declared war against Fairfax on my 
own private account — I went about to see the justices — 1 
made a little speech — it was nothiag," said the Captain, 
modestly, " a mere series of remarks — and I beat his lord- 
ship, ha! ha! I say, my dear madam, that if I go, I shall 
take away with me this pleasing reflection — if I go." 

"Why do you go?" said Mrs. Butterton, fixiag upon 
Captain Wagner her most significant glance. 

The Captain sighed, and looked deeply depressed. 

" Because — 1 have not told you — " he said in ahnost a 
whisper, "because there is another reason, stronger than 
any I have given." 

"Another reason?" 

The Captain accidentally secured one of the lady's hands, 
which hung at her side. 

"Because I have been defeated once, madam, and am 
afraid to remain near the enemy — ^Uke a coward! afraid I 
Because I am subjected to the pain of seeing what I wish to 
possess, ever before me, yet beyond my reach! Because I 
»m humiliated, mortified, lowered in my own opinion, by 
finding myself distanced by a professor of the frivolous art 
of dancing and music playing" — ^here the Captain darted 
a terrific scowl, full of gloomy rage, at the unconscious 
Monsieur Jambot — " and because it does not become a sol- 
dier to get on his knees and beg, or ciouch like a hound to 
be out 1 These, madam," said Captain Wagner, with an ail 
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of touching sorrow, " are the reasons which iuj. el me to lean 
this neighborhood — ^which drive me away from yoiir side ! 
If I thought this fair hand, which I hold, cared to rest in 
my clasp — ^if I thought it would not drop mine like a hot — 
hum — ^indifferently: — if I thought it would retain me, when 
I was going away forever — ^then I would stay, for it is my 
most coveted treasure. But this is foUy — farewell ! fare- 
well I" 

Having uttered these whispered words in a tone of digni- 
fied misery and unfaltering resolve, the Captain made a mo- 
tion to withdraw his hand and go. But strange 1 — unex- 
pected! — astounding event!— event wholly unanticipated or 
thought of by the Captain ! — the hand which he would have 
released would not suffer that ceremony to be performed. 
With a gentle pressure it retained the soldier's, and the 
owner of the hand turned away her blushing countenance, 
but not before she had bestowed upon her companion a 
glance which said plainly as glance could say: " If anoth- 
er defeat is all that you fear, you need fear no longer — ^for 
the enemy whom you are afraid of is ready to capitulate — 
the hand which you think cold, is ready to rest here, in 
your ovm for life!" 

The fair Mrs. Butterton may not have made use of this 
elegant and graceful speech, which we have skillfully attri- 
buted, therefore, to the " glance of her eye," but before the 
interview terminated, the overjoyed Captain received from 
the lady's lips the assurance that she was wiUing to become 
Mrs. Captain Wagner. 

The rest of the company could not teU what made the 
Captain's countenance shine so resplendently as he finished 
his punch at a single gulp, or why Mrs. Butterton was so 
gay and so sorrowful by turns. 

We know the meaning of the first of these emotions; the 
second is as simply explained. The dame was looking witli 
pity at her disappointed suitor Monsieur Jambot. 
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XXXTTL 

THE E&BL AND FALOONBBIDGE. 

|N the large apartment at G-reenway Court, whoflfl 
picturesque decorations — stags' horns, guns, old 
swords, and long tapering rods — were lit up by 
the cheerful fire-light, and the more steady radi- 
ance of two candles in the taU, silver candlesticks, the Earl 
and Falconbridge talked long, and on many subjects. 

The young man speedily found that nothing need now 
detain him in the region. There was no longer any occasion 
to proceed to the far South Branch of the Potomac, whither 
he had promised himself a trip with Greorge, who had com- 
pletely won his heart. The lands which he came to look 
after, were aU laid down upon the rudely-traced maps which 
Lord Fairfax spread before him : his title was secured be- 
yond aU question; and the slight quit-rent only, a mere 
nothing, guaranteed the right of property conclusively. 

It was then that, passing away from business, the host 
and his guest conversed on other things for hours — ^those 
long hours of the autumn night, which glide by rapidly like 
joyful dreams, for the happy and light-hearted, but which 
lag so drearily for those whose spirits are oppressed. 

Falconbridge listened with a strange interest to the mel- 
*ncholy tones of this singular man. Everything about the 
Earl excited his imagination. Here, beyond the Blue Eidge 
Mountains, in the Virginia wilderness, he conversed with 
one who had once shone among the most splendid neble- 
men of the English Court; who had lived in the brilliant 
drcle of which Bohngbroke, and Somerset, and Shaftes- 
bury, and Joseph Addison were the ornaments; who had 
written for the " Spectator " — and been equally distinguished 
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in fashion and in letters: this exile was his hcflt, in tke 
lonely mansion, and in his melancholy monologue, there 
was an irresistible attraction, a strange speU which the 
young man could not throw off. He leaned forward in hi« 
chair, and gathered every word which fell from the giio! 
lips; every word was a new thought, a new emotion. 

The gallant face of Falconbridge had in its turn strongly 
impressed the Earl, though he exhibited little evidence of 
the fact. We have said that his long commerce with the 
great world had made him wonderfully penetrating ia Ida 
views and judgment of character. He thus comprehended 
quickly the man with whom he was conversing. In Fal- 
conbridge he recognized an organization of singular nobiUty 
and sincerity. The spirit breathed by the Almighty into 
this clay, was plainly of extraordinary delicacy. He under- 
stood the silent indications of eye, and Up, and smile, and 
gesture; he saw in the nature of this youth, the scorn of 
falsehood; the love of truth; the pride of which made him 
bow only before honesty and what was noble and sincere; 
all the traits which go to form that lofty character, the true 
gentleman. 

The Earl saw aU this at a single glance, and watched with 
a grim and wistful interest, the emotions chasing each 
other rapidly across the eloquent face. He saw that he was 
appreciated; and this is always an agreeable conviction with 
men of proud, strong natures, and original minds. The 
colloquy thus came at last to embrace a great variety ol 
subjects; the different worlds in which the two men had 
been dwellers; England over the sea, and Virginia here 
with aU that made them what they were; the aims of roble 
manhood, the philosoply of life; the past, the future, and 
what lay beyond the future of this world, in the undiseov- 
erod realm of silence. These mortals who represented from 
a different point of view a single class — the class whc 3.ke 
the pole-star Honor for their guide, and sail towar:-' the 
flonne it points, through gloom and tempest, whethet HuA 
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Bail be in a crazy skiff or a mighty ship — these men, both 
eminent for lofty traits, for cultivated intellects, and noble 
instincts, recognized in each other something strangely sim- 
ilar, and gave their confidence unasked. 

Falconbridge spoke without reserve of his life, his sur- 
roundings in the Lowland, his amusements — of everythiirg ; 
and the Earl gave a picture in his turn of life in England, 
without, however, touching upon his private history. It 
was only in certaia moods, and in presence of such old 
acquaintances as Captain Wagner, that the stern and mel- 
ancholy nobleman threw off his mask of cold reserve. His 
manner to Falconbridge was perfectly polite, but perfectly 
ceremonious too; the young man was plainly nothing more 
to him than a very agreeable stranger. 

" Virginia, Mr. Falconbridge," he said, " is England sim- 
ply under a different form. It is true that our white re- 
tainers, essentially parts of the soU, are replaced by negroes 
who are legally serfs for life; but I question which is the 
happier of these classes." 

" I know our servants are happy," replied Falconbridge, 
" and we love them as they love us. I have an old nurse 
who is quite as dear to me, as many of my relations. She 
nursed me in my childhood; has loved me in ray manhood; 
and I am less her master than she is my mistress ! for she 
scolds, and reprimands, and makes me do just what sha 
pleases. I would rage at one half she says from any man 
in the world, however much above me, but I can't rage at 
her. I love her because I know she loves me, and I think I 
would defend her at the peril of my life." 

" I really think you would," returned Lord Fairfax, look- 
ing at the speaker with grim interest; "you have a cordial 
nature, Mr. Falconbridge." 

" I don't regard my feeling as at all meritorious, my lord. 
I should be more than a heathen were I not to love the old 
nurse who has loved me so faithfully. I would see to her 
comfort before that of the greatest lady in the province, and 

9 
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would rather she would smile ca me than have his Excel" 
lency, the governor, take off his hal to me. That would 
seem very simple to you if you knew how she has loved and 
cherished me." 

"I can understand," said the Earl, with the same melan- 
choly smile. "Tou are a perfect democrat, and woidd 
rather talk with some old ' Colonel ' on Tide-water, than 
with the greatest Duke of England." 

" Tou are laughing at me, my lord," said Palconbridge. 
"What would a Duke take the trouble to talk with me 
for ?" 

" There might be no inequahty," returned the Earl. " 1 
mean, Mr. Palconbridge, that in England, there is a very 
absurd mode of viewing the people of the American prO' 
vinces. They are regarded as persons of an inferior 
race, which is simply nonsense. A very great number ol 
persons in the Colonies here, are either descended from our 
nobility — the sons and grandsons, it may be, of " younger 
sons," but of course no less inheriting the family blood — or 
they are the offshoots of that "untitled nobility," as they 
have been called, the country gentlemen of England. This 
class, sir, is after all the real strength of the British Empire ; 
our peerage is the flower, simply, of the vigorous plant. 
What matter if a coronet, or noble order, does not decorate 
these men ? They are the life-blood of the Anglo-Saxon 
body; the foremost men of aU this world, as Shakspeare 
writes it; and the time may come when our exhausted stem 
will look with pride upon its flourishing offshoots, growing 
in the soil of the west. Thus, sir," added the Earl, gravely, 
"I may now have the honor of conversing with a young 
nobleman above my own poor rank; one who is such by 
right of blood, if not by title." 

Ealconoridge laughed as he listened to this grave state- 
ment. 

"I am afraid you flatter me, my lord," he replied, "yn 
Wre only gentlemen." 
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• Gentlemen I" returned the Earl, '' only gentlemen ? My 
dear Mr. FaJconbridge, you will find, as you go on in lifoj 
that this is an unphUosophical phrase. It is no slight task 
to be "only" this. It is better to be a gentleman than a 
lord — and the greatest lord can be no more. I pray that 
the historian of my Ufe, if I shall have one, may give me 
that noble title only. 'Tis my sole ambition, sir, I crave no 
more. My career has been troubled and unhappy; my for- 
tune adverse. I am growing old in a foreign land — alone 
in this "wilderness after Uving at the finest Courts in Europe 
— ^but this does not afSict me very greatly, 'tis a matter of 
small importance. If my 'scutcheon is untarnished, my 
name free from all stain, I shall think myself fortunate and 

happy-" 

There was something so noble and moving in the melan- 
choly earnestness of the speaker, that Falconbridge uncon- 
sciously stretched out his hand. The Earl pressed it grave- 
ly, and said : 

"I take your hand as 'tis offered, sir — as the hand of an 
honest gentleman — and now, sir, I will no longer detain 
you with my talk. You are young and must require rest, 
and I too am weary after this annoying day, in which I have 
filled a position which is far from agreeable to me." 

With these words the Earl rang his little bell, which wasi 
promptly answered by the appearance of the old body-ser- 
vant, and with grave inclinations the two men separated. 

Ihe Earl sat down in his carved chair, as the door closed, 
and leaning his pale face upon his hand, mused long and 
moodily. At last he rose with a deep sigh, and muttered : 

" The eyes and lips of this youth have a singular effect 
upon me; they are wonderfully similar — wonderfully. Well, 
well, I have arranged an idle trap for him yonder. He 
must see it, and I vyiU question him. Folly 1 foUyl but 
what is Ufa, but a tissue of foUy ?" 

And Lord Fairfax slowly left the apartmeDt 
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xxxvnL 

TEE POETBAIT. 

^ALCONBRIDGE fottiid a cheerful fire burning ia 
the wide jBre-place of his sleeping apartment, for 
the November nights were growing cold, and 
rendered it necessary. 

Old John saw that all was disposed agreeably for his 
master's guest, and then respectfully edging toward the 
door, quietly disappeared. Falconbridge was left alone, 
seated in front of the fire, into which he gazed long, with 
thoughtful eyes. His mind had been filled with new emo- 
tions lately; his hfe subjected to many novel influences. 
The beautiful woman, the melancholy nobleman, the jovial 
Borderer, the wild region, into which he had been so grimlj' 
welcomed by the Indian assaidt; aU these personages and 
objects had flooded his life with new thoughts and feelings, 
and were now the subject of his vague reverie. 

From time to time a smile would flit over the handsome 
features of the young man; and then a frown and an expres- 
sion of pity would succeed. Miss Argal was the origin of 
the happy smUe, the strange letter of the mad lover who had 
killed himself, caused the frown, and the commiserating 
shadow. 

Falconbridge mused thus for more than an hour, taking 
no notice of the pattering drops which fell down from the 
wax candle on the silver caaidlestick, without observing that 
the fiie was dying out, and that the dimly-lit apartment be- 
gfan to grow chUl, as well as to assume a weird, ghost-Uke 
appearance in the flickering light of the single candle. As 
%e light wavered to and fro, immense shadows chased eadb 
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other across the walls and the ceiling; a melancholy " deaths 
watch " tapped in the wainscoting; and a bough of one of 
the trees creaked nervously against the pane of the wiadow. 
A fanciful imagination might have seen shadowy faces, peer- 
ing in through the dim panes, or fancied that goblin fingew 
were tugging at the grating bells in the old belfries. 

Falconbridge heard all these weird, low soxmds, but did 
not heed them; he pursued his reverie. But finally hia 
meditations came to an end; he banished them from hia 
mind, and drawing a long breath, rose erect, and looked 
around him. As his eyes fell upon a picture hanging above 
the mantelpiece, he almost recoUed. 

It represented a gentleman of about twenty-five, clad in 
an elegant costume, covered with embroidery. The white 
hand, half covered with lace, was thrust into the scarlet 
waistcoat, and the figure was erect and proud. The strange 
circumstance, however, which impressed the young man so 
strongly, was the startling resemblance which the portrait — 
for such it plainly was — bore to himself. It was not so 
much a resemblance, as a perfect copy of his own features. 
No trait was different, no detaU wanting. The clear eyes, 
large, frank, filled with smiling pride; the clearly defined 
lips, expressing equal resolution and good humor; the 
raised head, the smooth forehead, the brown curling hair, 
aU was identical with the traits of the real man. Had the 
picture descended from the canvas into the apartment, and 
any one been asked which was Falconbridge, which the 
other, he would have found it impossible to decide. 

The young man's astonishment was so great that he re- 
mained for a long time gaziag with deep wonder, and in 
silence upon the picture. Then taking the candle from the 
table he held it above his head, so that the light fell ia a 
eiear stream upon the portrait, and muttered : 

" "Why, that's no picture ,' 'Tis my other self I" 

He sat down again, but could not remove his eyes from 
the strange portrait Could it possibly have hung there, 
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.en he occupied the room before, without attracting \dt 
uitention? He could not believe it. "Why, then, had it 
been hung up since? Had Lord Fairfax placed it there? 
Was it intended to attract his notice ? Whose could it be ? 
•ih&t original sat for it ? It was plainly no recent picture 
rfhence did it come, and why was it here in his chamber, 
urith its eyes fixed on him with that motionless stare ? 

The young man's mind was fiUed with conflicting thoughts. 
lie could arrive at no conclusion; the strange picture was 
as absolute a mystery to him at the end of an hour, as when 
his eyes first fell upon it. 

It was not until the old clock on the stairway struck 

toelve, slowly and solemnly, that Palconbridge, finding the 

apartment grow cold, retired to sleep. The strange copy 

of himself followed him in his dreams; the eyes shone on 

him in slumber, as when awake. 

He slept uneasily, and started more than once; but finally 
toward daybreak fell into a sweet and soothing slumber, 
which was undisturbed by the haunting eyes. From his 
murmured words and smUes, it was plain that the young man 
was dreaming of his home in the Lowlands. His strange past, 
the stranger picture, the life around him, had all disappeared : 
he was far away from the valley and the mountains, in his 
own land again. 

When he woke, and saw the bright sun streaming in, he 
smiled ana welcomed it. Then a sadden movement proved 
that he recalled the night before. He turned his head 
fcickly. 

Tbiare was the picture. 
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XXXIX. 

THB OLTXniJ, rikE OP OAPTAHf LONaKNTPK. 

JAPTAIN "WAGNEE had just mounted Injoii- 
hater, and happy, triumphant, his chin in tha 
air, was about to set out from the Ordinary for 
Greenway Court, when all at once, Falconbridge 
emerged from the forest, and galloped toward him. 

He rode one of Fairfax's horses, whose speed he had 
well tested, according to the recommendation of the Earl, 
and in the bright morning sun presented a very attractiva 
appearance. 

""Whither bound, comrade?" said the Captaia, reining 
in the active Injunhater, "you come on hke a thimder- 
bolt!" 

"I am a very harmless one. Captain," returned Falcon- 
bridge, " and the Ordinary is my mark." 

" You are from Gxeenway ?" 

"Yes." 

"Any news?" 

" None at all; his lordship, whom I left a short tkne ago, 
is quite well." 

" He always is that, or the devil take it ! He rides ovar 
the mcuntains enough to make anybody well and strong. 
You had a pleasant time ?" 

" Very pleasant." 

" And a sound night's rest, doubtless ¥' 

"Well, yes — ^I slept well enough; but a strange thing 
happened-" 

"Strange? What was that? Did you have any mort 
luions?" 
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"No, Captain, but I saw myself.' 

" Saw yourself? Oh, you mean you were guiltr of th« 
vsuilty of looking into a mirror, of which there are not so 
many in this region. Well, companion, when one's as good 
looking a fellow as you are, that's not unnatural, or laay 
the devil take it I" 

" I did not say that I saw myself in a mirror— I was oo 
canvas." 

" On canvas I" * 

" Yes, my actual self, Captain !" 

And Palconbridge described the portrait, the manner in 
which he had seen it, and the effect which it had produced 
upon him. 

" Strange enough," said the soldier ; " and did yoq 
mention it to his lordship ?" 

" He alluded to it himself at breakfast, and asked me if I 
had slept weU with this second nocturnal visitor — you re- 
member the firvt?" 

"Tes, companion, and what was the explanation ?" 

"A very simple one. His lordship had placed the pic- 
ture there as an agreeable surprise to me. It was the por- 
trait of a friend of his who had been long dead — and my re- 
semblance, he said, to this friend, had impressed him, upon 
our very first meeting." 

" Well," said the soldier, " aU that's very interesting and 
striking. I never saw the picture, but mean, as soon as I 
arrive, to go up stairs and look at it. Did you arrange your 
business ?" 

"In halt an hour. I need not have come from the Low 
eTintiy hither." 

"And you return ?" 

"WeU, yes, I imagine so. Captain," said Fedconbridge 
with some hesitation, " before very long." 

" I'm glad to hear it," was Captain Wagner's apparently 
Dnfriandly reply. "I think of goii.g down to see Gooch 
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who, Tm told, sails for England in the spring, and we migW 
jog along together." 

"Then you have business with Governor Gooch?" 

" Tes — abent my lands." 

And Captain "Wagner gave a twist to his moustache, which 
made that decoration stand out prominently from his mar- 
tial countenance. 

" I own, or shall very soon own, my dear comrade, some 
of the prettiest pieces of ground in the Virginia valley. 1 
will be mysterious, I will shirk the subject for the present, 
but I have said what I have said," added the soldier ia a 
determined voice, as though some opponent disputed his 
statement. " My property lies in and around the town of 
Winchester — a noble place, Falconbridge, the pearl of the 
entire universe. It is my intention to make <8ooch bmld a 
fort there, appoiat me commandant, and commission me 
generaHssimo of the frontier." 

" Oh I really? But he could do worse." 

" Thank you, comrade — and to be frank, I agree with you. 
Once commandant of an armed post, let me hear of the ras- 
cally Injuns daring to set foot on my ground! Let me 
hear that any of the copper-nosed scoundrels think of com- 
ing to the place or the neighborhood ! I'll march on 'em, 
and exterminate 'em off the face of the earth ! I will make 
the Opequon and Lost Eiver run with their blood I I wiU 
ehoke fliose streams with their miserable carcasses, as I'm 
told Julius Caesar did at the battle of Marathon in Africa I 
III cut 'em into slices, and fry, and eat 'em I If I don't I'm 
a dandy, Falconbridge 1" 

With which words, the Captain assumed a terrific frown, 
made a farewell sign to his companion, and setting spur to 
Injunhater, went on toward Gtxeenway. 

Falconbridge laughed, and dismounting, gave his horse 
into the hands of an ostler, directing him to lead the animal 
back in the afternoon to Greenway. Then he ordered hia 



102 FAIRFAX; OB, 

own horse. Sir John, to be saddled, ana was ere long cnrtv 
ing that intelligent quadruped, with a joyous hand. 

To his inquiries regarding the wizard, his daughterj and 
George, Mrs. Butterton replied that all three persons had 
set out some hours before on their return to the Fort Moun- 
tain — George riding his sorrel, the old man and his daugh- 
ter occupying the landlord's sole Tehide. It was very plain, 
added the dame, that Mr. George was a friend of theirs. 

Beplying to this significant observation with a smile only 
and saluting the lady with a low inclination, FaJconbrisTga 
■et forward at a round pace, for Mr. Argal's. 

He had not seen Miss Argal for almost a whoU- -day. 
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XL. 

TEH BEGINNING OS THB END. 

f T was only a few days after these scenes, wfaea 
as Falconbridge arrived one morning in sight ol 
Mr. Argal's he saw, affixed to the drooping 
boughs of an elm, in the midst of many hounds, 
the large chestnut, which was the favorite-riding horse of 
Lord Fairfax. 

As the young man entered he saw the Earl, who wore his 
hunting costume, seated near Miss Argal, and engaged in 
earnest conversation with her. Mr. Argal was not visible. 

The young lady did not seem overjoyed at Falconbridge'a 
appearance — indeed her greeting was rather cool than warm. 
It was no more than she could have bestowed upon a com- 
mon acquaintance — and although the nice sense of delicacy 
possessed by Falconbridge led him to approve of this re- 
serve in the abstract, he could not divest himself of the idea 
that something more than the presence of a third person ac- 
tuated the young lady in her demeanor toward him. 

He had caught, indeed, as he entered, one of tliose 
Btrangely fascinating glances fixed upon Lord Fairfax, and 
the circumstance, trifling as it was, made his heart sirib un- 
consciously. It was folly, he reflected, to expect a young 
lady, because she had plighted her word to one gentleman, 
to assume toward all others an air of coldness and indiffer- 
ence; but none the less did the electric smUe which Misa 
Arga] had directed toward the Earl make the pvdse jf Fal« 
flonbridge throb with disquiet, and his brow contract. 
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Lord Fairfax rose courteously and greeted the young i 
with grave politeness. 

" Give you good day, Mr. Falconbridge," he said; "I am 
glad to meet you again." 

" Many thanks, my lord, — I trust you are weJL" 

" Perfectly, sir. T am always well when I move about, as 
I have been doing now since daybreak." 

" Tou have been hunting, I imagine, from your dress." 

" Yes, aU the morning. I had a chase after a deer, but 
made nothing of it. It led me som^e miles to the west, and 
I stopped here to see Mr. Argal and his family. I believe 
they are friends of yours, are they not, sir ?" 

" Oh yes — ^is not that true. Miss Bertha ?" said Falcon- 
bridge, smiling. 

" Certainly, sir, we are friends," was the young lady's re- 
ply. But the expression of the face seemed to say, " that is 
all " — in her voice there was something strange and inde- 
scribable; but its tones were plainly altered. 

The quick ear of Falconbridge, sharpened and rendered 
nervously acute by the depth of his infatuation, did not fail 
to mark the change. The furrow in his brow became deep- 
er, and he fixed upon the young lady one of those clear and 
searching glances which aim at reading the thoughts of 
those who are the objects of them. 

The tone in which Miss Argal had spoken was either ac- 
cidental, or she thought that she had gone too far. The in- 
different, almost cold expression disappeared from her eyes 
— the beautiful face broke into smUes, and holding out her 
hand, she said: 

" Friends should treat each other more kindly than you 
do us, Mr. Falconbridge — I have not seen you for a very 
long whUe!" 

And with this ambiguous speech, which conveyed the idea 
to Lord Fairfax that the young man had not called for a 
month — but to him, the meaning that twenty-four hours wau a 
** Teiy long while" for him m be away from her, — ^the yoimg 
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bdj bestowed upon Falconbridge a new edition of the 
glance at the Earl -which he had intercepted on his en- 
trance. 

-' At your age, Mr. Falconbridge, said the Earl, with hia 
weary smile, " I would haye made many visits to Mr. Aigal'i 
hero, especially if I were detained, as I believe you are, sir, 
at that dull old Ordinary yonder. Pray leave it, and come 
and stay at Greenway Court as long as your affaii'S enga^ 
you ia the region. It is reaUy inhospitable ia mo to permit 
a gentleman Kke yourself to thus tarry at a roadside tavern, 
8o near my house." 

Falconbridge inclined his head courteously and replied: 

" Many thanks to your lordship. But I shall soon return 
now — I have been away too long already from home." 

" Ah, that need not draw you, I fancy," said the Earl, 
smiling; " when a young seigneur goes on his travels ia Eu- 
rope, we arc accustomed to give him the length of his teth- 
er." 

The young man smiled in return, and shaking his head 
replied : 

" That may be true of young seigneurs, as you say, my 
lord, but I am not such a person. My father is in strait- 
ened circumstances, although we live weU. — requires my as- 
sistance, and I must go back soon. 

The Earl gravely iaclined his head, and then turning to 
the young lady, said: 

"Do you expect your father to return this morning, Miss 
Argal ? I now remember that he desires to consult me up- 
on some land business, and my visit may save him trouble." 

" Tes, he will soon return, my lord," was the reply; " I 
am sure he vnll not stay long." 

" I will wait then, madam." 

And the Earl resumed the chair from which he had half 
risen. He did not look at Falconbridge. The expression 
of the young man's countenance would have surprised him. 
He was gazing at Miss Argal with imaffected astonishmeBi 
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— €md lie had abundant reason for doing so. Mr. AxgiJ e uA 
announced in his presence, on the evening before, that buBi- 
ness of importance made it necessary for him to go into 
Maryland, and had begged the young man to be as much 
with his daughter as he found it convenient — it would re- 
lieve his mind. He had gone on the journey, which would 
occupy two or three days, at least — and now Falconbridge 
heard the assurance given to Lord Fairfax by his hostess, 
that her father would "soon return," that he "would not 
stay long" — as though he had ridden out for an hour simply. 

We shall do Miss Argal the justice to say, that no sooner 
had she uttered the words, than she blushed and seemed to 
regret them. She darted a rapid glance at Falconbridge, 
played with the ribbon at her belt, turned carelessly a hand- 
some bracelet on her snowy arm — and ended by winding 
around her finger with graceful indifference one of the pro- 
fuse curls of her raven hair. 

She hesitated for a moment ; looked out of the window, 
and said: 

" Perhaps I have unintentionally misled you, my lord. I 
now remember that my father has ridden to some distance, 
and may not return so soon. If your lordship, however, 
will remain until the evening, I shall esteem it a favor. The 
neighborhood is very lonely." 

" I regret that 'tis impossible, Miss Argal. I promised to 
leave a deed which I have in my pocket, for a new settler in 
the region, who wiU call for it. If my body-servant were 
with me, as is sometimes the case when I hunt, I might 
comply with your most obliging request." 

The young lady turned the bracelet round again on the 
white arm, beat the floor with her foot, and then said: 

" Our servants are aU away; but Mr. Falconbridge might 
take it for you, my lord. He might then return ' 

The mark was overshot. Lord Fairfax greeted the pro- 
position with an unmistakable stare of astonishment. As to 
Falcoubridge, his face tamed orimson, and from his eyes 
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darted one of those flashes which at times indicated how 
dangeroos he was when aroused. 

" That is — I mean " — said Miss Argal, with some agitatioii« 
" I meant that yonr lordship might be worn out with fa- 
tigue — ^you might be greatly in need of rest — and as all our 
servants are in the woods, I thought I might treat Mr. Fal- 
oonbridge, as a friend, — without ceremony. If I have of- 
fended you, pray pardon me," added the young lady, fixing 
upon the yoimg man her saddest and most beseeching 
glance. " I am very young and inexperienced — ^I did not 
think — ^if I have shocked you " 

And turning away her head. Miss Argal seemed overcome 
with emotion. 

The young man no longer betrayed any anger. There was 
nothing but sadness now in his eyes. He did not reply 
for an instant; when he did speak, it was only to say: 

" I freely pardon any apparent slight, Miss Argal — ^I am 
sure you did not mean any — as I am sure that his lordship 
feels that I would willingly spare him fatigue were he greatly 
exhausted." 

" No, no, sir," said the Earl with a low inclination, " by 
no means. I am quite rested, and feel as fresh as possible." 

" But you think my conduct imbecoming, my lord," mur- 
mured the young lady, "to treat Mr. Falconbridge with 
such rudeness and want of ceremony — I fear you regard me 
as thoughtless and ill-bred — 1 pray Mr. Falconbridge wlU 
pardon me !" 

The cloud disappeared from the brow of the Earl. That 
voice of subtle and wonderful melody dissipated aU the dis- 
pleasure which he had felt. Indeed he seemed fuUy under 
the spell of her beauty, and had more than once displayed 
during the progress of their interview that admiration which 
he had conceived for her on the first day of their meeting, — 
and which lingering unknown to him, in the depths of hig 
nature, had come at last to be something more than a va^e 
■entiment of pleasure in her Bodetj. 
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As she spoke now, or rather murmured in her low <3weel 
Toice those words, " I pray Mr. Faleonbridge will pardon 
me !" all traces of displeasure disappeared, as we haye said, 
from his countenance, and the cold swarthy face almost 
glowed: — that dark eye shone strangely. 

"My dear Miss Argal," he said with "something approach- 
ing feeling, " I pray you do not think so very seriously of a 
trifle — I am sure Mi. Faleonbridge so regards ii 'Twas 
nothing, — mere thoughtlessness I am sure. And now T am 
constrained to leave you. Pray present my regards to your 
father on his return, and b^ him to call on me at my house. 
I need uot say that I shall feel honored should you choose 
to accompany him — at any time." 

With these words, Lord Fairfax bowed low, and left the 
apartment. Faleonbridge followed him to the door, declar- 
ing his intention to remain. No sooner had the two men 
disappeared than the sad and submissive expression vanish- 
ed from Miss Argal's face, her head rose erect, her browa 
contracted furiously, and she imprisoned her red underhp 
between the white teeth, — so unmistakable was the fire oi 
anger in her eyes. 

When Faleonbridge returned, in five minutes after bidding 
the Earl farewell, he found the young lady in the position in 
which he had left her — ^leaning sadly on the arm of her chair, 
and presenting the image of a statue of sad sweetness ai»d 
Wgret. 

He had never loved her more thsm at that moment 
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XLI. 

FBOGBESB. 

|W0 days after Mr. Argal's return, he set out tat 
Greenway Court, accompanied by his daughter, 
who had delivered the Earl's message, and ex- 
pressed a desire to "breathe a little iresh au." 
Her father had readily acquiesced in this proposal, and 
mounting their horses — Mr. Argal his stout cab, and his 
daughter her slender-legged filly — they were soon upon the 
road. There were two routes to Greenway Court. One led 
by the Ordinary} another branching to the right, and fol- 
lowing a mere bridle path, wound over the prairie, and ap- 
proached the house on a different side. 

In comphance with the request of the young lady, who said 
she was heartily tired of the common road, they pursued 
this latter, and very soon arrived at the Earl's. 

He met them at the door, and exhibited a satisfaction 
upon seeing Miss Argal, very unusual with one who seemed 
hard to arouse or interest. He assisted the young lady 
from her animal, gave her his arm, and led her into the 
mansion with grave courtesy. Mr. Argal followed, and 
they were, all three, seated ere long before the crackling 
fire of light sticks, which was far from unpleasant. 

Whilst her father and the Earl were engaged in discuss- 
ing the business matteis which were the occasion of the 
visit, Miss Argal amused herself looking over the book- 
shelves; and finally bore away a volume of the " Spectator," 
in which she very soon seemed to become absorbed. She 
presented a fascinating picture as she sat by the window, 
poring over the book. One of her plump, white arms, fron; 
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which the \ride sleeve had fallen back, sustained her btmt 
head, the elbow resting on the wiadow-sill, the rounded 
wrist, adorned with its fine bracelet, half buried in the pro- 
fuse curls of her ebon hair. Her full, but graceful figure 
was inclined forward, and her black eyes were nearly con- 
cealed by the long, dark lashes, almost resting on the rosy 
cheek. 

She was stiU poring over the volume, when a grave and 
courteous voice said behind her : 

" Pray what have you there. Miss Argal — a romance from 
my collection ?" 

" Oh no, my lord, I never could read romances," was the 
smiling reply; "it is a volume of Mr. Addison's 'Specta- 
tor,' which I admire very much." 

" And I also, madam," replied the EarL "He is a writer 
of rare wit and humor." 

" Oh, he certainly is !" 

" Pray what paper did you open at — ^his attack on the 
ladies, and their fashions? It created a great talk, I re- 
member, at the time." 

" So I suppose, my lord; but I was not reading that. I 
was interested very much in this paper." 

And she held up the book with her fascinating smile. 
The Earl looked at it. The paper was one which he had 
contributed to the " Spectator " in his youth. 

" I have heard that Mr. Addison and Mr. Steele wrote 
together," said Miss Argal; "can your lordship tell me 
which of them wrote this ? It is so elegantly composed — so 
delightful !" 

The Earl smiled. He had prided himself much on hia 
literary reputation, and the old leaven of a former vanity 
had not spent its strength. 

"1 am almost ashamed to reply after such high com- 
mendation, madam," he said; " but truth renders it neoes- 
uaiy for me to say that I am myself the author of tb«t 
number" 
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" Too, my lord I Have you ever -ft-ritten for tlie prin 
lersf 

The Earl smiled again: there was something eingularl^ 
delightful to him in the young lady's admiration and sur- 
prise. 

" I am obliged to say yes," he answered. " I knew Mr. 
Addison, and esteemed him highly ; and rather received, 
than conferred a favor by having a place in the " Spectator." 
Indeed, the man himself was of such conspicuous gifts, that 
the greatest noblemen, much more my poor self, were hon- 
ored by his friendship and conversation. He Uved but 
simply when I knew him first, and dressed very meanly: 
but you forgot what he wore, and the poor apartment he 
occupied, when his calm, clear voice began. He would 
smoke his pipe and converse for hours, and I still recall his 
smile, with its extraordinary sweetness and serenity, as 
though his thoughts were fixed upon some deHghtful recol- 
lection, or unseen spirits were whispering to him. All who 
knew him admired and loved him; I was honored by his 
friendship. He was a very great man; I am not — that ex- 
plains aU, madam." 

" And you wrote this beautiful paper ?" said Miss Argal, 
with a contemplative air, " this paper I was reading vnth 
BO much interest ?" 

" I believe so. And I think you will find my name afSxed 
at the end." 

The young lady turned the leaf, and said, innocently : 

" Why here it is, sure enough I ' Thomas, Lord Fairfax. 
I ought to have looked." 

Had she looked ? Yes. The connection of the Earl with 
the " Spectator " had been known to her, and she had sought 
for and found, and commenced reading the number marked 
with his name. 

After some more conveisation on literature, the book was 
replaced on the shelf, and at the same moment a saTorj' 
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odcr invaded the apartment. The dinner hoiir aad arrived, 
and with a little urging Mr. Argal remained. 

Dinner was served after the EngUsh fashio-J, in courses, 
and the three persons remained at table until the sun began 
to stream through the western window. Miss .Irgal had 
summoned all her wonderful powers to attract the admiring 
attention of the Earl, and she had succeeded. She had 
commenced by flattering his vanity; she ended by impress- 
ing upon him the fact that she regarded him with a mixture 
of respect and affection, which she struggled against, but 
could not overcome. The conversation had turned upon 
marriage and the philosophy of that relation; and the young 
lady, in the most casual and unintentional way, had declared 
that for her part, she never could understand the taste of wo- 
men for " mere boys." Young men were no favorites of hers. 
They were so terribly vain, and prided themselves so much 
upon their youth and beauty; they seemed to bestow their 
affection as a sort of favor on the ladies, and, indeed, she 
never could bear them, the vain creatures! If she ever 
thought of marrying, she would select some one else. It 
should be a serious person; no matter if he had reached or 
even passed middle age. She would be sure at least of hia 
love, and could rely upon his judgment and his protection. 
She would rather a thousand times trust her happiness to 
such a one, than to a giddy-pated youth, however handsome 
he might be. 

All this was uttered by Miss Ai-gal in the most innocent 
and careless way: the mere outpouring, it appeared, of her 
confiding disposition. And it thrilled the cold heart of the 
weary exile vrath a new and deUghtful emotion. His vanity 
was soothed and flattered — ^his admiration was excited by 
the lovely speaker — his ears drank in the music of her voice, 
and his eyes dwelt with unaccusiomed intensity upon her 
coiintenance, so instinct with beauty and fascination. 

'When, very soon after dinner, Mr. Argal declared the 
necessity of bis departure, the Earl pressed him Mrarmly to 
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remain. The yoong lady, as before, discovered that she 
was laboiing tmder a cough, but this only hurried her de- 
parture. Mr. Argal thanked his lord&hip, but said that it 
was absolutely necessary for him to return that eTcnin^. 
And so the horses were brought up, and the Earl assisted 
the young lady to her seat in the saddle. 

Did her ungloved hand retain his own, as it had retained 
Palconbridge's on that evening of their first meeting ? Was 
the slight but clearly perceptible pressure intentional ? 

The Earl stood on the porch and watched them until they 
were out of sight; the languishing smile of Miss Argal aa 
she departed, still before him. As he turned finally, and 
re-entered the house, he muttered : 

" I have never seen a beauty as superb, or a more brilliant 
mind! Let me beware! Love a woman again? It would 
be monstrous !" 

But all the evening he was thinking of her. 
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^ ATiF an hour a^r the departure of Mr. Az^^ 
and his datighter for Greenway Court, Falcon- 
bridge drew up before the house, and leaping 
from his horse, entered the mansion, smiling and 
joyful. 

His love for the young lady had reached that point now, 
that out of her presence he scarcely Hved. His life waa 
concentrated iato those hours of each day when he sat by 
her, and looked into her eyes. All the rest was a duU, cold 
blank to him, with no pleasure in it all. He existed, simply, 
there at the Ordinary, and passed aU his moments in mus- 
ing upon the interview which had passed by, or on the one 
which was to occur again on the morrow. As he mounted 
his horse to go away, his form would droop, his eyes be- 
come gloomy — when he put spur to Sir John, to go and 
see her, he was the picture of buoyant joy and light-heart- 
edness. 

These words will explain the emotion of the young man, 
when one of the servants informed him that Miss Argal had 
departed, and above all, departed for "Lord Fairfax's.'' 

As the words were uttered, he felt a dizziness, a sudden 
aiTtTrtng of the heart. Lord Fairfax's I She had gone to 
GJreenway Court I All the scene, when that morning she 
had insulted him so carelessly, rushed back; he remembered 
the whole interview; he saw her glances, her wiles, het 
witcheries to attract his lordship. For a moment, then, ha 
■tood stUl and gazed at the servant with an ezpressioa 
trhioh almost frightened her. 
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It was for a moment only. His presence of mind re- 
tamed, and simply requesting her to inform Miss Argal of 
bis visit, on her return, he issned forth and mounted his 
horse again. 

Should he go thither? Yes! He would go and be a 
witness of what he felt was the scene at Greenway — a wit- 
ness of her smiles and cajoleries, and fascinations, aimed at 
the Earl — he would go and sup full upon his jealousy and 
resentment ! 

And digging the spur into the side of Sir John, he set 
forward like lightning upon the road to Ghreenway. 

A mile from Mr. Argal's he suddenly drew rein, so sud- 
denly that Sir John reared and almost fell upon his 
haunches. Was it advisable to go there ? Would she rel- 
ish this persistent pursuit of her — this jealous supervision, 
as though he suspected hei fidehty to him? Was it worth 
while to go and suffer, and get no thanks, rather coldness 
for it? No I He would return to his lonely chamber and 
see no one. 

And he turned his horse's head in the direction of the 
Ordinary, going along now very slowly, his head drooping, 
his brow overshadowed. 

"No, no," he murmured, "no, I cannot go back there. 
Mrs. Butterton would annoy me with her wearying conver- 
sation — ^I need movement, fresh air." 

With these words he stopped and looked round. The 
Fort Mountain raised its great ramparts and seemed to 
beckon him; the prairie, swept by the wind, whispered to 
him. He had met George in the morning, at the Ordinary, 
on his way to the " Fort," and now remembering the fact, 
directed his course straight toward it. 

He at last reached the river; pushed his horse through 
the current, and skirting the noisy Passage Creek, ascended 
the winding bridle-path toward the cottage of the wizard. 

As he went onward many wild sights and sounds greeted 
hkn, and dissip*ted, in a measare, his poaeesoiijf thoo^dbit*- 
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A great eagie rose, with slow, flapping wings, from a crag 
near at hand, and swept away into the opposite mountain: 
a stag flitted across a distant opening, and disappeared, 
more than once he heard in the tangled thicket near at 
hand, the stealthy tread of a panther or a bear, crackling 
oyer the dry twigs, and rustUng the dead leaves of the 
forest. He went on without heeding these things, howeverj 
and soon reached the steep knoU upon which the wizard's 
cottage was situated. As he arriyed at this point, he all at 
once saw, in the porch of the honse, a pleasant little rustic 
picture. 

On one of the benches a young girl was seated, gracefdl 
and smiling; and her smiles seemed to be occasioned by 
the attempt which a young man, occupying a lower seat at 
her feet, was making to place a wreath of pale primroses on 
her forehead. 

Beside them was stretched, indolently sleeping, a huge 
black bear, to whose presence no attention at aU seemed to 
be paid. 

Gannie and George were so much interested in their oc- 
cupation that they did not hear the foot-faHs of the horse, 
and it was not until Falconbridge had tied Sir John to a 
bough, and ascended the declivity on foot, that they became 
aware of his presence. 

The bear rose with a growl, and exhibited a ferociona 
mouth filled with white, sharp teeth, but at a word from 
the young girl, accompanied by a warning tap on his head 
from her little hand, lay down quietly again, and dozed 
serenely. 

The boy and the girl welcomed Falconbridge with the 
warmest cordiality, and Cannie, with a smile, informed him 
that he need fear nothing from "Brum," who was a long 
tried friend and pet, and quite harmless. With these words 
she pushed the animal with her small foot, and bade him 
move. Bruin acquiesced with perfect good humor, and ris* 
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iug lazily, iv addled off to a sunny knoll, and lying down, 
Bpeedily went to sleep again. 

Cannie, meanwMle, had entered the house, and an- 
nounced the -visit of Falconbridge to her grandfather, who 
Boon came forth and welcomed him. They were still ex- 
changing courteous expressions, and the young man was 
looking with great interest at Cannie, when another inci- 
dent occiUTed. A sudden fluttering in the air attracted 
their attention — a suppressed croak was heard — and an 
immense hawk, with an arrow through his wing, fell almost 
at the young man's feet. 

""Why, Lightfoot is here !" said Cannie; "he has shot the 
hawk that was after my pigeons 1" 

""Who is Lightfoot?" asked Falconbridge, whose gloom 
began to yield before the innocent smiles of the girl ; " an- 
other friend, Kke the bear ?" 

" Oh, no sir 1 he is an Indian. He is a true friend, how- 
ever. He once saved my hfe, and we love him, even George. 
There he comes — ^he has been to see us twice lately — ^h« 
lives in the mountain." 

As Cannie spoke, the young Indian was seen approaching 
down the abrupt, almost precipitous path which led up- 
ward to the summit. From the tall mass of rock above, he 
had seen and transfixed the hawk, and now came to pick 
it up. He was welcomed with great affection by Cannie, 
and when she pointed to Falconbridge, and said : "This is 
another good friend, Lightfoot,'' the Indian stretched out 
bis arm, and shook hands, as he had learned to do, with a 
grave dignity and courtesy which misht have gra^^d aa 
emperor -.^ 
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XT.m. 

flow AX AJSaSMi OHAXaED THE DESTINIES OV THBEE STTUAX MS' 

mas. 

|HB day was spent happily by aJL That confi- 
dence which soon springs up between persons of 
sincere and truthful natures, made the houra 
glide away without constraint or ceremony. 

The Indian and Falconbridge were not regarded in the 
light of strangers by the old man or his daughter; and as 
to George, we already know that he was on a footing of the 
most perfect familiarity and friendship. As they sat on 
the little porch, and looked forth on the beautiful scene of 
the forest and mountaui, dancing streamlet and moss-clad 
rocks, a cheerful and inspiring influence seemed to fill every 
bosom, and Falconbridge was no exception. The shadowp 
which had lain upon his brow slowly passed away. His equa- 
nimity returned. From the little mountain cottage, nestling 
in a gash of the great lofty rajige, he looked down as it 
were upon the events of the morning, there ia the Lowland, 
and regarded them in a different and more hopeful light. 

Had he not suffered himself to be carried away by a mere 
rush of jealous and irrational suspicion — by a fit of angry 
disappointment at not meeting the young lady ? What rea- 
son was there to find fault with her for accompanying her 
father on a ride across the prairie, when he doubtless had 
some business matters to transact with Lord Fairfax? 
Gould he blame her — ^was there any, the least, ground for 
complaint or dissatisfaction ? Indeed, ought he not to feel 
some shame at having charged her with unworthy motlTfla 
aren ia his imagination? 
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When his reflections brougM him to this point, the whole 
•natter was ended. A noble nature always suffers deeply 
torn the consciousness that it has committed an injustice ; 
with such the recoil is always powerful; the longing to 
make amends is irresistible. Falconbridge determined to be, 
in future, more kind and unsuspicious than he had ever been 
before ! — and thus haTing banished his absorbing thought^ 
he became cheerful and even joyous again. 

Every object around him increased this sentiment. The 
fresh bracing air caressed his cheeks and forehead, and filled 
his pulses with buoyant Hfe. He inhaled it with delight, and 
felt the last traces of his gloomy thought disappear. His com- 
panions were notunsuited to the scenes, nor to his change of 
mood — Cannie looked up into his face with her bright smile, 
her tender eyes, and air of confiding affection. She had not 
forgotten how he came to the side of her grandfather on the 
day of the trial, and greeted him in his sincere voice, full of 
sympathy and kindness — ^how he had held his hand out 
to herself, and said she was a little countess, and a good 
daughter. She had recalled his tones and looks and words, 
on her return, with strange pleasure; and now met him as 
a friend whom she had known and loved. And Falconbridge 
derived no less pleasure from the countenance of Cannie. 
He thonght many times during the day that there was some- 
thing in the clear eyes and innocent Hps strangely familiar 
— he seemed to have met with the girl far away in some 
other land, of which he retained only a shadowy recollec- 
tion. Unable to define or explain this emotion, he at last 
yielded himself up to the charm, and was happy at her 
side. 

If he turned from Cannie or the old man, or G-eorge, who 
was a favorite with him, it was to gaze with much interest 
on the graceful young Indian. Lightfoot evidently excited 
his curiosity and admiration. There was something simple 
and majestic about the Indian — ^the evidence of the posses- 
. of thow tnite which Faloonbiidge had been taught io 
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love and reverence all his life; true native dignity, simpiioity 
and goodness. A close observer would have said, indeed, 
that these two youths of different race and training had 
come of the same blood. Both bore themselves with an 
unconscious pride, — both had the native truth and honeatj 
of the forest, in eye and Up and tone of voice. 

"Tou are from the Lowland, I believe, sir?" said the old 
man in his calm, collected voice, "the Tide- water region?" 

"Tes, sir,'' returned Falconbridge; "from the banks of 
Chesapeake — and I seem to have met with you, or some one 
nearly resembling you, somewhere " 

And the young man seemed to reflect. 

"Tes," he added suddenly, "it was in Williamsburg one 
day I Tou were conversing with his Excellency the Gover- 
nor, on Gloucester Street — were you not, sir ?" 

The old man smiled, but replied guardedly. 

" I have visited Williamsburg, sir, and I am acquainted 
with his Excellency." 

" I was sure of it, Mr. Powell — 1 was there at College, and 
was walking out that evening with a friend, when I saw you. 
Did you live near the town ?" 

"No, sir," returned the other, " higher up the country. 
Tou see I have come up still further into the mountains, and 
perhaps I shall spend all my days here. There is something 
strangely noble to my eye in these bristling ranges, and I 
should like to sleep my last sleep on iiie summit of one of 
those peaks." 

" And I, too," said Falconbridge musing: " true, it is a 
matter of small importance where the poor body rests when 
the spirit has left it — ^in the depths of the ocean, in the desert, 
in the air as the Indian race prefer — ^in the lowland or the 
mountains. But something of the old preferences govern 
Ufl even in this. For my pajrt I would like my grave to b« 
on the summit of this very mountain — on the forehead it- 
wlf of the sleeping giant, if I may call it such — ^yonder, 
vhere that great eagle is Bwiooping to^rard the iroTpflnHO piiM 
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Bgainst the sty, full in the sinking sun. And that remindi 
me, George," added the speaker, turning to his compan- 
ion, " that we should set out for home unless we wish to be 
benighted. I have had a happy day, sir, and thank you all 
for it." 

With these words Faloonbridge rose. 

"I have something to give you for Lord Fairfax, sir," saia 
the old man, " as you no doubt wiU see him. I wHl procure 
it, and request you to take charge of it." 

He retired as he spoke, and soon returned with a small 
package, secured with a heavy wax seal, which he handed to 
Falconbridge. The young man thought it somewhat singu- 
lar that it had not been entrusted to George, who was going 
straight to Greenway, but said nothing, and bade all fare* 
well. 

George, however, was not ready : a circumstance which 
he explained by saying that he wished to disco fcr if the 
stories about carrier-pigeons were true — and especially if 
Cannie's favorite one " would carry a message " from Green- 
way to the mountain. He accordingly proceeded to coax 
the pigeon to descend by scattering some crumbs, and grad- 
ually approach it, as it tipped about, picking them up. 
Cannie had meanwhile called Palconbridge's attention to her 
prince's feathers, cardinal flowers, and primroses in a bed 
near the fence, and the young man bent down and examined 
them with a pleasure and iuterest which was rather on ac- 
count of their mistress than their own, but no less delighted 
the smiling girl. 

As he did so, he did not observe that in turning round ha 
had dropped from the breast pocket ol his doublet the 
package which the old man had entrusted to him. 

George soon secured the pigeon, and imprisoning it car* 
Jolly in his bosom, announced his readiness to depart With 
many cordial pressures of the hand, and kind words, the 
two young men then mounted tueir horses, and were rapidly 
prooeeding on the way to their respeotiTA abodes. 
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They parted at a point where they encoantered the road 
leading from Greenway to the Ordinary — George turning to 
the right, Falconbridge to the left — with friendly smiles, and 
a promise on George's part to come soon and see his friend, 
at Mynheer Van Doriag's. 

Falconbridge rode on, busy with his own thoughts, and 
had nearly reached the Ordinary, when suddenly he remem- 
bered the package entrusted to him by the old man, which 
he had intended to deUver to George for the hands of the 
Earl. He put his hand into his doublet — ^it was gone I 
Greatly annoyed at the circumstance, and wondering how 
he had lost it, he thought at first of retracing his steps, but 
gave up the intention, as the setting sun preluded night* 
Kud he would not be able to find it. 

Promising himself to search for it on the succeeding morn- 
ing, he continued his way. 

The search on the next day proved useless. 

Ten minutes after the departure of the young men from 
the mountain cottage, and soon after Cannie and her grand- 
&.ther had entered the house, the bear Bruin descried the 
glittering object, and. either attracted by the color, or liVing 
the flavor of the wax, bore it off to a spot in the forest, and 
amused himself in mouthing and tearing it. TTnimportani 
fts it seemed, the circumstance had an influence: slmflsl 
fatal upon tihe dentiitieB of three perB(Kta, 
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XLV. 
a WEioH cattain: wagnes bequests MONSiEtra jakbot to 

PUXL HIS NOSE. 

?HE spectacle -whicli greeted Falconbridge aa h« 
entered tte doorway of ^.he Ordinaiy, was one of 
those tableaux wlii-^h are only presented upon 
extraordinary occasions, and under peculiai 
eircumstancea 

In the middle of the apartment. Captain Wagner and 
Monsieur Jambot were locked in a tender, and fraternal 
Bmbrace, upon which Mrs. Butterton looked with tears ol 
joyous agitation and hysterical delight, 
What had caused this fine picture ? Let us explain. 
Since the evening when Mrs. Butterton yielded to the on- 
set of the valiant Borderer, the bosom of Monsieur Jambot 
had been consumed by a gloomy internal fire. Hf had 
epeedily discovered the result of that low-toned conversation 
between the Captain and the widow — and the discovery waa 
gall and wormwood to him. He had flattered himself, with 
that talent for hope which characterizes his nation, that all 
obstacles to an union with himself would disappear from the 
mind of Mrs. Butterton — that she regarded Captain Wag- 
ner with nothing more than ordinary friendship — and that 
he himself had only to wait, and the prize would be his 
own. 

When He cow found his rival successful, his own hopes all 
enuhed, the demon of revenge invaded his breast; and he 
■et about obeying its dictates. 

On the evening of the day vo which we have now arrived, ho 
elAd hintbelf carefully from top to toe, and paid minute at- 
wntion to OTery detail of hia costume and appeaionoe. Hii 
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Bilb stockings were irreproachable; his coat almost as good 
as new; his friU immense and snow- whiter his cocked hat 
resting gallantly on his powdered peruke, the model chapean 
of a noble chevalier. Indeed Jambot was truly a chevalier 
of Touraine, of no means, but vastly ancient race., — and had 
much of the iel air in his carriage when he chose to adopt it 
— ^he was a noble stilL 

In this guise he presented himself before Mrs. Butterton, 
and declared with deep sadness that in the distant land tc 
which he was soon about to proceed, he would always re- 
member her, and speak of her to his friends with admiration 
and respect. 

The fair lady looked surprised at this announcement, and 
said: 

"Why, where are you going, Monsieur Jambot?" 

" I go to my native Touraine, madame," returned Monsieur 
Jambot with a touching air, " I am desolated to announce 
this to madame, but 'tis necessary. I go to the home of my 
race, to my native land. My worthy aunt has had the poHte- 
ness to die — I have some rentes — my cousin, the Vicomte 
de Louvais, will give the poor exile home — or in the most 
hospitable mansion of my uncle. Monsieur le Chevalier de 
Sautry, I shall linger out, it may be, these few sad yeaxs, 
which, alas I will pj,ss themselves so far from madame I" 

With these words Monsieur Jambot assumed an expres- 
■ion of mingled love and sorrow, which really became Vii-m, 
and had no little effect upon the widow. She had liked 
Monsieur Jambot — had indeed thought seriously of bestow- 
ing her hand upon him — a possession which he evidently 
coveted. He was poor and homeless, but then he was gal- 
lant and chivabic; he might be romantic and unfit for busi- 
ness, but then he was devoted and kind-hearted — he would 
love her and wait upon her; she might do worse than be- 
come Madame Jambot. These reflections, we say, had more 
than once passed through the mind of Mrs. Butterton, and 
AOT when the trUte exili aa he often called li^miwlf^ spoks ol 
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departing — -when he addressed her in a strain of such touch- 
ing regret and affection— the heart of the lady felt all ita 
old impressions revive, and the graces of Captain Wagner 
for the moment quite disappeared from her memory. She 
therefore responded to the touching address of her admirer 
by looking sadly at him, and saying : 

" Are you really obliged to go, Monsieur Jambot ?" 
" 'Tis better," replied her sorrowful companion; " 'tis best 
for the peace of mind of madame'spoor friend. That friend 
will not make himself too free with those events, he will say 
those tragic events, which have come to desolate his life, to 
crush his hopes, to make the life of him but a mocking 
dream, a chimera, which disappears ! May the friend of the 
poor chevalier be happy in one who goes to love her much, 
though not so greatly as another! May he feel in his na- 
tive home, at the board of De Sautry, or on the battlements 
of the Chateau de Louvais which makes itself admired by all 
upon the green banks of the Loire, that he has still a friend 
— a fair and beautiful friend in the distant land from which 
he now goes to depart — may he know that one whom he has 
loved, -with a love so profound, so devoted, so ineffable, has 
not forgotten him, but thinks still of him, and perhaps in 
the bright days wUl murmur, 'PiQally he loved me very 
much, this poor sad chevalier — ^this exile !' " 

The head of the fair widow sank. The mournful words 
impressed her deeply, and revived all her old affection. 
There was more than one emotion in her heart as she gazed 
at him now, sadly and kindly. There was pity, regard, that 
sympathy which the female bosom never fails to conceive tor 
the man who loves with real devotion — there was more. 
Monsieur Jambot was thus, after all, a nobleman! His 
family were Chevaliers and Viscounts ! He was going back 
to the battlements of castles and chateaus, the possessions 
of his uncles and cousins ! As Madame Jambot, she would 
have sat at the right hand of the noble De Sautry, and De 
JjCQvais- -been & member of that elevated and refined sooi*- 
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ty — ^tliis was lost to her! Such reflections were pasaiiig 
through the mind of the lady, and they were not without 
their effect upon her. She had abundant reason to know 
that all that Monsieur Jambot said was true — and her head 
drooped as she gazed at him. It is no more than justice to 
add, however, that pity and grief at parting with an old 
friend were the chief causes of her sadness. The tone oA 
her companion was hopeless and resigned — he was yielding 
like an honest chevaUer to a more favored rival,— without 
complaint, with the air of a gentleman who is unfortunate 
and retires. Gould she suffer him to depart without assur- 
ing him of her lasting affection ? 

These reflections had so much influence upon her, that 
the fair Mrs. Butterton begged Monsieur Jambot to come 
and sit beside her. He obeyed with a resigned and touch- 
ing air, which deepened the impression produced by his 
words. 

The lady then proceeded to reply to his sad address. 
Gracefully evading the allusion to "another," she professed 
for Monsieur Jambot a lasting and most affectionate regai-d. 
He had proved himseif, she said, a true friend, on very many 
occasions — she had found from many circumstances, that 
he was as reliable and devoted in his regard, as he was 
kindly and sincere in his feelings, and she could not give 
him up — she could not bid him farewell — ^he must not — 
must not — ^go! 

With these words, the last of which were uttered in a 
broken and agitated voice, the fair widow turned her head 
•way, placed her handkerchief to her eyes, and uttered a 
sob. 

The sound seemed to act like an electric shock upon Mon- 
■ieur Jambot. He uttered a deep groan — cried, "Oh 
heaven ! She weeps !" — and faUing upon his knees, caught 
her other hand in his own, and pressed it ardently to his 
lips. 

It was just at this moment that a heavy step resonnded 
behind Monsieur Jambot, a tremendous growl was heard. 
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ft&d a sonorous voice, full of wrath and astonishment, 
cried -. 

"Ho there! On his knees, or the devil fly away with 
mel" 

It was Captain Wagner : — Captain Wagner astounded ; 
Captain Wagner furious; Captain Wagner boiling with fiery 
jealousy and indignation, and threatening with his drawn 
•word to let loose the bloody dogs of war upon his enemy. 

Monsieur Jambot rose quickly to his feet, and returned 
the look of the Captain with one equally ferocious. 

"Ah? ventrebleu! Monsieur le Capitaine goes to get 
angry !" he hissed in a mocking and satiric tone. " Mon- 
sieur is of the jealous 1" 

" No sir ! I'm not jealous," returned the Captain, " but 
it is my intention to spit your carcass on this little trinket 
—to skin you, and eati you, hind legs and all, Monsieiu: 
Frog-eater ! If I don't I'm a dandy and a kitten 1" 

With these awful words, the Captain advanced straight on 
Monsieur Jambot, who had whipped out his little dress- 
sword, and did not budge an inch; and in an instant the 
weapons clashed together. 

A grim pleasure at his opponent's pluck came to the 
fcice of the Captain, and gravely saluting with his other 
hand, he made a lunge at his foe which would have 
carried out the terrible threat just uttered, had it not 
been for an unexpected circumstance. This circumstance 
was nothing less than the disappearance of the vaUant Cap- 
tain's head, shoulders, arm and sabre, beneath a huge horse- 
blanket, from the folds of which the weapon of the soldier 
taade ineffectual slashes in the air. 

The hysterical Mrs. Butterton had performed this feat. 
In her agitation she had seized and made use of the huge 
wrapping, and it had answered the purpose which she de- 
si'med. Captain Wagner resembled, as he struggled and 
jtruck out wildly, one of those luckless individuals whom 
the Venetian " Ten " doomed to the stiletto, a ma&ile being 
tihxown over iheir heads before the blow. 
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In an instant he extricated himself, breailung fire and 
Slaughter; but it was only to fin i his sword arm drawn dovn 
by the entire weight of Mrs. Butterton's person. 

"For shame, Captaial for shame I" cried the lady, with 
blushing agitation, and pouting; "how could yon treat 
Monsieur Jambot so badly, so cruelly!" 

" Badly, madam !" thundered the Gaptaia, with Olympian 
mdignation and astonishment. "Cruelly! Did I not see 
him with my own eyes kneeUng there ! Did I not see him 
kissing your hand, madam, and making love to you ?" 

"And if he did kiss my hand, what of that?" said the 
lady, with a more obvious pout still; " my hand is my own, 
and no one else's !" 

"That may be, madam," returned the soldier, still irate, 
but growing cooler at these significant words, " but I'll none 
the less have Monsieur's blood !" 

" Ton shall not fight with him, or he with you 1" cried the 
widow, again, alarmed at the Captain's ferocity; "I tell you 
it was nothing; Monsieur Jambot is gmng away !" 

And Mrs. Butterton rapidly related the particulars of the 
interview; forgetting, however, to mention the unimportant 
CLTOumstance that she had urged the nephew of the Che- 
vaier de Sautry not to depart. The history quite changed 
the feeHngs and intentions of the worthy Captain. He 
grew gradually cooler, and soon recovered all his equanim- 
ity, when he reflected that his rival was about to go. Had he 
not been guilty, indeed, of wanton insult and annoyance to 
that gentleman ? Was his ferocious attack well calculated 
to advance him in the estimation of his lady love? Did he 
not owe Monsieur Jamuot a fuU and frank explanation — an 
apology, and a disclaimer of all intent to outrage him ? 

These thoughts passed seriaiim through the mind of the 
worthy, as he listened; and at the end of the relation, hia 
mind was made up. Replacing his sword in its scabbard, 
he fixed upon Mrs. Butterton a look fall of sorrowful bai 
•rdent adoration, and said : 
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"I am glad t^at yon arrested me in my course, madam I 
t was wrong. But in certain states of mind, I haye alwayi 
observed that the most intelligent men act like fools, or non 
tompos mentis people, as the Greeks say. You understand 
me, madam," said the Captain, with immense significance; 
" and I leave you to decide. As to Monsieur Jambot, I taa 
willing and even desirous to assure that gentleman, for whom 
I hare a very high esteem, of my regrets. I was wrong — ^I 
was a fool and ninny, or I'm a dandy ! Monsieur Jambot, I 
have grown a pair of long ears, I'm a donkey, or the devil 
take it! If it will be any satisfaction, and productive ol 
any pleasure to you, you are at liberty to pull ray miserable 
nose, or cut off, with that handsome sword of yours, the 
lengthy ears of which I spoke — only I beg of you to puii 
with a gentle and tender hand, and to leave enough of the 
said ears to grow out again —or the future historian of my 
eventful life will write in the book which he makes about 
my adventures, the words, ' Captain Longknife was destitute 
of ears!' which would be snoeking and mortifying to my 
descendants — to my very great grandchildren 1" 

With these solemn words. Captain Wagner bowed cour- 
teously to Monsieur Jambot, and added : 

"I ajci ready to shake hands, mr dear friend, and beg 
your pardon — ^ITl do it — if I don't, I'm a dandy 1" 

" Shake hands!" cried Monsieur Jambot. whose temper 
was excitable, but as generous as the day, " it shall not be 
that we shake hands, Mbn cher Capitavie and friend — ^that 
we embrace!" 

As he spoke the worthy Jambot extended his arms, and 
the two bloody foes were locked in a fraternal embrace. 
The chin of Captain Wagner reposed affectionately belwveen 
the shoulders of his friend; the countenance of Monsieur 
Jambot appeared above the arm of the other; and to make 
the whole complete, the fair lady who had caused all th« 
•ommotion, stood by crying— but laughing too, and xqa 
iog at the reenli 
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it yraa then that Falconbridge entered, and stood iHsaX 
with astonishment; bnt all was soon explained to him. 

" The fact is, my dear Falconbridge, your friend Wagn»j 
is a fool," said the Captain; " bnt when a man grows jealotU! 
he sees things double, or I'm a dandy I I remember hearing 
«bont a black fellow who knocked up a courtship with some 
king's daughter or other, by his nigger-witchcraft, and ran 
off with her * — after which he got jealous without any rea- 
son, and choked her to death with a bolster. Falcon* 
bridge," said the Captain, with affeoting solemnity of ac> 
eent, "beware of jealousy 1" 



* This somewbtt tree deaorlption of the " noble Moor " sf iHuftespewe, and idt 
at tnflneDcliig Deademona, «m attered In tbe liauing ol ^« milw, Iqr f 
wko addad ttiat tbe name tf Um ndr, » mil i» 1m eeii^ rew"-^ "ti 
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XLV. 

THB T.AMTA. 

p^^^jgHE passion of Lord Fairfax for Miss Argal ripen* 
7)^ IfVjiNC ed rapidly, and soon attained its full strength. 
It was one of those fatal infatuationa which par« 
alyze the reason, and lead captive the willa oi 
the strongest and most resolute men. 

From that evening when George encountered Tiirn in the 
Massinutton, and when they met Miss Argal and Faloon- 
bridge on the prairie, the Earl had not ceased to think of 
her with a singular emotion. There was something in this 
young lady which no one conld describe — an impalpable 
and wondrous fascination — ^whioh, when it had once been 
felt, was an influence on the life, an irresistible spell which 
oo^d not be thrown oS. Her beauty was but a small part 
of this magnetic power. Her face, it is true, with its rosy 
cheeks, crimson Hps, and framework of black curls, was of 
rare loveliness : her figure, both full and undulating, both 
sweeping and redundant, was enough to attract admiration; 
but the secret of her influence lay deeper, and was difficult 
to define. It was chiefly, a keen observer might have said, 
in the eye, and its expression, or its thousand expressions, 
rather. It was a strange and wonderful pair of eyes. The 
lamia of the poets — ^that mythological creature, with the 
form of a woman, and the instincts of a serpent — might have 
afforded an illustration of Miss Argal at times. Indeed, 
this serpent-like glance, dark and glittering, but full of 
caressing sweetness and subtle fascination as well, almost 
always shone from beneath her long silken lashes. It waa 
• sidelong and wary glance, as if the parson were loatohinfi 
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— a cunning and yet confiding gaze, lying in wait, as it 
were, for its prey. It could coax and cajole, and beseecli, 
and wheedle — ^it toot all characters, and bewildered the 
mind, but ended by bringing the victim to hei feet. 

It was wonderful, miraculous, almost, what a maguetia 
power lay in those eyes — a power to fascinate, to per'suade, 
to bend the reason, however strong-willed and imperial. It 
had been nothing to draw the ardent and impulsive young 
man to her side — ^Falconbridge was ripe for a passionate 
attachment — ^he was young, unsuspecting, an admirer of the 
beautiful; with a heart which the first beautiful woman 
might enslave from the very enthusiasm and warmth of hie 
nature. But Lord Fairfax ! To win that cold and collected 
man I — to turn the old dry nobleman, past middle life, into 
a bashful and embarrassed lover ! To move a heart long 
unmoved — to bend a will so resolute and determined — ^to 
make that woman-hater, or woman-fearer, yield to her wiles, 
and foUow her wken she beckoned ! That was truly an un- 
dertaking worthy of her ambition. She worfced for it — and 
she achieved her end. 

It is not pleasant to analyze such a character. We touch 
upon those mysterious and shifting motives and impulses 
as the mariner in the frozen regions of tl e North, in the 
gloomy night, treads cautiously and with repugnance on 
the floating mass oi ice> which envelops his ship. There 
was little love in question, on her part. She was attracteil 
toward Lord Fairfax by his wealth and position — by the 
ambition of becoming his Countess, and thus becoming mis- 
tress, in fact, of one fourth, very nearly, of the province. 

Thread by thread the ireb was woven. The Earl of Fair- 
fax soon came to feel a passionate attachment for the fas- 
cinating woman, and to visit her regularly — sometimes ic 
the absence of Faloonbridge, sometimes when he was pres- 
ent. But he did not exhibit any indications of his passion 
beyond this. His cold mask was never thrown off for a 
OMmeni His ooantenance with its griio, sad smile, acaroe* 
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ly relaxed — ^he was the same calm, and cynical philosopher 
as before, the same courteous gentleman, but no more. 
One thing was apparent, however, in his demeanor. H« 
avoided Falconbridge, and seemed ill at ease in his society; 
but let it not be supposed from this that the Earl was con- 
scious of committing an injustice in visiting the young lady. 
Miss Argal had distinctly informed him one morning, that 
she was not bound in any way to Falconbridge — ^that he 
was merely a friendly visitor who was lonely at the Ordin- 
ary, and came over to chat with her and her father. The 
Earl had thus set his mind at rest on the subject, and re- 
garded himself as wholly irreproachable in the undertaking 
which he had determined upon now, the attempt to make 
Miss Argal his Countess. 

We have forborne to describe the feelings of Falcon- 
bridge. The task was more than we were willing to attempt. 
There is something awful and darkly tragic in the picture 
of a noble and great heart writhing under the dominion of 
a mad passion for a woman, and feeling that his passion is 
a vain one. For to this conclusion had the young man now 
very nearly arrived. He could scarcely mistake the indica- 
tions of Miss Argal's manner. She was no longer what she 
had been to him. All her delightful smiles, and caressing 
accents, had disappeared. She met him when he came with 
ill-concealed disinclination, and opposed to his questions 
and prayers for an explanation, an obdurate and uncon- 
querable reserve. If she replied at all, it was only to say, 
■with cold politeness, that Mr. Falconbridge really placed 
too much stress upon trifles; young ladies, like their supe- 
riars, young men, were subject to changes of mood; she was 
not well to-day; the discussion made her head ache; was 
there any news of interest at the Ordinary ? — she supposed 
he would soon return home now, as he had said his busi- 
ness in the region was finished. She would advise him to. 
The air of the mountains, after October, was very cold — ^he 
would catch a catarrh — and she really woidd advise him, m 
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>fn«aS w return. Ah I there was Lord Pairfexl WonUi 
Mr. Faloonbridge excuse her for a moment? His lord- 
ahip was always pleased when she met h^m at the door." 

That was all. And Faloonbridge would grind his lip with 
his teeth, bow coldly as the Earl entered, and discover that 
he had to meet George, or Captain Wagner, at the Ordinary. 
He would go away raging; and bury himself in his cham- 
ber, and grow old hour by hour, in presence of his misery. 

To this point the history of the persons had adyanoed, 
whtts. w«> again return to i>articulMr scenes in the EarratiTs 
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JT was nead/ stinset, and a heairy bank o< lurid 
cloud, fringed with crimson, was piled up in tba 
western horizon. It was plain that a storm 
would bnrst before the sunlight shone again, and 
every eye which witnessed the magnificent spectacle, was en- 
tranced by ita grandeur and wild beauty. 

Falconbridge alone, of all at the Ordinary, did not heed 
it. Seated in his chamber, his shoulders bending forward, 
his face pale, his eyes blazing at times with a menacing fire, 
he did not move or utter a word. The events of the last 
few days had almost paralyzed him. He seemed to be 
growing old. His face had lost all its bloom and freshness ; 
his bearing all its buoyant grace and pride; he stooped like 
an octogenarian, who approaches the end of human life^ 
after much toil and suffering and griei 

The mood of the young man's mind was piteous. Eage 
and despair, love and hatred, a thousand warring and dis* 
cordant passions, held riotous carnival in the heaving 
bosom, and tore him with their burning talons. 

He knew all now. He had become aware of Miss Argal'a 
intentions with regard to the Earl; and though the young 
lady had not distinctly broken with him, he foresaw that she 
had resolved to do so, and would dismiss him on the first 
favorable opportunity. Thus, then, would end his wild and 
delicious dream. The passionate love, which permeated hia 
very life-blood, would be swallowed up in this gulf of des- 
pair. He would be thrown oS like a useless garment, whose 
glou has departed — which no longer excites any emotion 
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bnt ccmtempi The Countess of Fairfax, if they ever met 
■gain, would smile or sneer at their past relations, and 
greet him with an air of condescension or indifference. The 
Earl would not insult him, perhaps — ^he would treat him 
with great politeness ; a former friend of his Countew 
womld be entitled to so mucn attention; and he would be 
bowed out grandly from their presence, he, the wily young 
adventurer, who had presumed to be the rival of hia bet- 
ters! 

The thought flushed the pale cheek, and brought a threaten- 
ing flash to the eyes. He rose from his seat, and looked 
around him with a fiery glance. Where was he ? "Why was 
he inactive ? Was he to sit down and groan, and submit to 
his fate — or go and dare the worst, and place everything 
upon a comprehensible footing? 

Yes, he would go 1 He would see her for the last timet 
He would know, beyond all doubt, what she intended, what 
he might expect. He would endure no longer this horrible 
state of doubt — all should be plain. 

Falconbridge acted quickly. He went and ordered his 
horse — ^passed through the main apartment without speak- 
ing to any one, — and was soon in the saddle. The sky began 
to grow darker, the distant thunder to mutter; and one or 
two vivid flashes of lightning darted across the zenith, re- 
vealing the lurid depths more plainly. Falconbridge paid 
no attention to these evidences of the approaching storm. 
He struck the spur into his horse's sides; and set forward 
•t a wild pace, towards Mr. Argal's. 

He soon reached the place, and the fiery light in his eyes 
deepened and grew more menacing at the sight which greet- 
ed him at the door. Lord Fairfax's horse stood there — ^indeed 
the Earl had spent the entire afternoon with Miss Argal, her 
father being again una>oidably absent, and the former ex- 
cuse of her loneliness having proved successful in retaining 
his lordship. 

Falconbridge set his teeth together like a vice, dismoont' 
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ed, and went and knocked at the door. It was opened by • 
■ervant, who did not move aside for the young gentleman. 

" Miss Argal?" he said, making a step in advance. 

Mistress had told her to say, replied the servant, if M:.% 
Falconbridge came, that she was engaged and must b« 
excused for not seeing him. 

That was all. The words sounded like a death-knell in 
the young man's ears. He simply bowed his head and do- 
parted. He almost staggered as he walked. 

His brain was turning round. He mounted his horsa 
again, and set forth on his return. Then he would not even 
have an opportunity of arriving at a distinct understanding 1 
What she had done once she would do again. He was to be 
simply dismissed contemptuously, as if unworthy of atten- 
tion, — as a common individual, whose society was disagree- 
able. Meanwhile, Lord Fairfax was sitting by the side of 
the young lady, laughing, it might be, at the disappointment 
of his rival, and basking ia the love-light of her fascinating 
eyes, and those smiles which now shone for him alone. 

The thought maddened the young man aim ost. He looked 
over his shoulder at the illuminated window, through which 
he descried the shadows of the young lady and the Earl, 
close beside each other. With a muttered imprecation, and 
clenched hands, the young man struck his horse with the 
spur, and galloped forward. But he did not proceed far. 
Just as the house began to disappear ia the trees, he reined 
in his animal and waited — his resolution was taken. 

He did not wait long. Lord Fairfax, as we have said, had 
spent many hours with Miss Argal, and now desired to 
reach his home before the outburst of the storm. He ao- 
cordingly bade the young lady farewell. Falconbridge Baw 
the two forms in the brightly illuniinated doorway, and 
mounting his horse, set forward rapidly toward Greenway. 

The Earl passed within five paces of Falconbridge, but 
the darkness, which had descended quickly, completely hid 
the motionless horse and his rider. It was na part of tba 
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young man's design to force an explanation of the charaoiaf 
which he intended from the Earl, within sight or hearing of 
Miss Axgal. He accordingly permitted the tall horseman to 
pass him at full gaUop; and then giTing rein to Sir John, he 
followed. 

The Earl heard the qaick trampUng behind him, and won- 
dered at it. The hour and the place were not calculated to 
remove his suspicions of the pursuer — ^but he continued hia 
way without noticing the circumstance. 

The hoof-strokes rapidly approached — ^he heard the quick 
breathing of the animal behind him — ^then, before he could 
speak, a violent hand was laid on his bridle- and the horse, 
suddenly arrested, reared erect aJmost, quivering with 
terror. 

At the same moment a vivid flash of lightning revealed 
Falconbridge. 

" Sir ! Mr. Falconbridge !" exclaimed the Earl, in a voice 
of utter astonishment and no less indignation, " pray, what 
is the meaning of this very extraordinary proceeding ?" 

" I will inform your lordship before our interview ends," 
returned Falconbridge, in a deep, hollow voice, which hia 
Buffering had rendered almost unrecognizable. 

"Are you mad, sir?** said the Earl, from the darkness ; 
release my bridle!" 

"WilHngly,"was the cold reply; "you are no coward, and 
will not escape me !" 

"Escape! coward! Tou shall answer for those worda, 
air!" 

" I am ready to do so." 

"In the darkness, no doubt," returned the Earl, full ol 
contempt and aroused anger, "'tis the favorite c'oak of 
assassins and lunatics." 

The words were scarcely uttered when Falconbridge was 
heard leaping from his horse Then a quick sound followed 
—the sound of steel striking against flint — and almost im- 
Bwdistely a pile of dry leaves and prairie grass was blazing 
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■loft, iUominatiiig the forest find the threatening figorM 
with its brilliant flame. 

" Now," said Falconbiidge, in the same hollow Toioe, " ii 
yonr lordship is not afraid, yon may dismount and listen 
to my questions." 

The word " afraid" acted lite magic on Lord Fairfax. H« 
threw himself from the saddle, and gazing at his companion 
with mingled astonishment and anger, confronted him in 
the full blaze of the £re. 

There was something strange and tragic in the scene as 
the two men stood thus. The ruddy light streamed full 
apon them, and they already had their hands upon their 
swords. 

" Speak, sir," said the Earl, controlling his anger ; "speakj 
and explain this astonishing encounter." 

" I will do so," said Paleonbridge, " and first I will pro- 
pound a question to you, my lord. Have you -visited Misa 
Argal to-day?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Were you not there when I came to the door and asked 
for the young lady?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Are you aware that the young lady is plighted to me?" 

" PUghted, sir ! No ! She is not I" 

"Dees vour lordship design giving me the lie?" 

And the young man advanced a step, half drawing his 
sword. 

" Mr. Falconbridge," said the Earl, without moving, " ar« 
you a lunatic? I design nothing, sir,— I reply to youi 
question. I say that Miss Argal is not plighted to y<«, 
because she assured me that she was not," 

" She assured you 1" 

"Yes, sir." 

"My lord, I do not believe you." 

The Earl's face flushed crimson. 

"That is a deliberate insult I" 

"Tesl" 
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"As sucli I recehe :t, and wiU make you answer lor it, 
■ir, at the point of the sword !" 

" Good I good !" said Falconbridge, -with gloomy pleaamre, 
" now your lordship is talking like a man. I thought, at 
you had tricked an honest gentleman — supplanted him by 
craft and cunning in the heart of the only woman he evei 
loved — taken advantage of your rank and wealth to wile 
fcway the affections of a lady plighted to another — ^I thought, 
as you had done all this, my lord, pretending all the time 
that you were the best friend I had, — that you would now 
discover some means of evading my vengeance — of refusing 
me reparation at the sword's point! I compliment your 
lordship — you are not frightened at the sight of cold steel 
at least — you are aroused by my rudeness and my insults i 
That is weU, sir I Let us end, then, aU our differences at 
once, and on this spot — with no witnesses, no preliminaries, 
without ceremony I" 

And drawing his sword, Falconbridge advanced upon the 
EiEkrl, whose weapon was also in his hand. 

But it was not raised. The momentary madness of jin- 
ger had disappeared from the mind of Lord Fairfax — ^he 
seriously asked himself if he was not dealing with a mad- 
man. The additional consideration immediately presented 
itself, that a combat at such a time and place, without wit- 
nesses, would be productive of the most serious results to 
the survivor. No evidence that the contest was fau: and 
honorable would exist The simple fact would be that a 
man was killed; and there were plenty of persons ready to 
utter the word murder. If he killed the young man in that 
lonely spot, coiild he produce any evidence of the provoca- 
tion which had led to the act ? Would not many of the 
miserable newsmongers of the region say tnat jealousy and 
rivalry had made him waylay his adversary? As these 
thoughts passed rapidly through the brain of the Earl, he 
drew back coldly, and sheathed his weapon. 

** Mr. Falconbridge," he said, withoat moving, as the fn* 



KASTEB 07 GBEBIN^WAY OOUBT. 242 

riona young mAn advanced straight on him, " if you wish te 
kill me, do so. I will not even trust my sword in my hand. 
Tou may not be aware of the fact, but I am, sir, that the 
Borvivor in this combat will be regarded as a murderer. But 
understand me, sir, I do not refuse your challenge — yon 
have outraged and insulted me in a manner which no gen- 
tleman can bear, and by heavens ! you shall answer it I Go 
home, and do all thftigs decently and in order. Procure 
your second, and write me a formal communication. Do not 
fear, sir I Tou have made me as desirous of this encounter 
as yourself, and I am willing, nay, I insist upon it — ^my 
blood or your own must flow, sir I" 

With which words the Earl deliberately mounted his 
horse, and gravely saluting his adversary, continued his road 
toward Grreenway. 

Falconbridge gazed after him for a few moments without 
moving. The excess of anger in his bosom had somewhat 
moderated, as he listened to the collected voice of the Earl 
— ^but it soon returned in full force again. He had thought 
of Miss Argal and the two shadows on the wall. With lips 
firmly compressed, and a more fatal determination in hia 
eye than before, he leaped into the saddle, and just as the 
Btorm began to roar arotmd him, and extinguish the fixe^ 
darted forward in the direction of the Ordinary 

" The net is broken 1" he muttered, with a bitter sne«r, 
through his dose-set teeth, "but the prey luw not ••> 
mpadr 

V 
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DTIEL!" said Captain Wagner, when npoa 
the following morning Palconbridge related to 
him the events of the preceding night — " a duel ! 
and about that woman ! By the snout of tho 
old he-dragon 1 Falconbridge, both you and Fairfax are a 
bigger pair of lunatics than I took you for." 

" So let it be," said Talconbridge, pale and collected as be- 
fore, " and I do not conceal from you — ^I cannoir — that Miss 
Argal is connected with the matter." 

" Connected with it 1 Falconbridge, don't treat me like an 
idiot," said the Captain, gloomily, " I am sane ia mind, and 
see somewhat further than my nose." 

The young man made no reply. 

" I knew it was coming in some form or other — this niis« 
ery, and wretchedness and blood 1" continued the Captain 
in a sombre tone, " I smelt it in the air — this bloody odor — 
or the devil take it!" 

"Tou were right in your warning," muttered the young 
man, with unutterable despair in his altered voice I " Would 
that I had taken your advice."' 

"About the nature of panthers, eh?" said Wagoner, as 
grimly as before; " well, I wish you had." 

" It would have been well for me." 

" But you did not beUeve me," said the Captain, frowning 
painfully. " And now see, Falconbridge, how things have 
turned out. You doubted the miserable old bear who 
l^wlfid at the pretty, variegated n.Tn'Tnn.\j ^Ub her ahining 
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eoat, her brilliant eyes, her caresses^ and smiles, and bright 
glances! Yon were almost ready to strike your sword hilt 
into the mouth that discoursed on the subject. And now, 
what has happened? You have felt the sharp daws which 
I told you of I You have rolled into the mortal hug! Th« 
long, glittering teeth which mangled Charles Austin and 
left him in a pool of blood are gnawing you — ^you are har 
prey!" 
A groan answered the words. It was irrepressible. 
" Yes, yes," murmured the young man with cruel agony 
" yes, yes, that's all true — I am lost 1" 

"Not that either! no, you're not, by the snout ti the 
dragon !" returned the soldier; " things are not that bad at 
least. Don't cry for spUt milk — look the thing in the face. 
Let me speak Uke a doctor, comrade, and probe your wound, 
though you shudder and cry out. I mean well — do you lore 
Uiat woman still ?" 
" I know not," was the low reply. 

" Then you do love her stiH And now what do you de- 
Bgn?" 
" Nothing." 

" That means nothing. Are you going to return to her, 
Palconbridge ? SpeaJs, and say if you a:e going back to 
crouch at her feet, to be whipped and spit on, and spumed 
like a dog! Are you going to cry and bewail, and beg her 
to love you, and make yourself her slave, her menial ! Tell 
me this. Speak frankly, Falconbridge — are you going to 
return ? If so, though I love you as I would love my own 
boy comrade, 111 wash my hands clear of the business." 

" Rest easy," was the reply, in the same low voice, " I shall 
Qever see her again — except to get from her the ring which 
was my mother's." 

A contraction of the pale brow and quivering lip betrayed 
the agony of the speaker, and he was sileni Then he added, 
in a voice which was almost inaudible, 
"My mother gave nx* *^r'*- vixuf on her death-t>«d, villi 
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her blessing. She cried as she placed it on my finger, and 1 
never removed it until the morning when — ^I was mad, com- 
panion 1 Don't mind me — ^you see — Z am thinking — of my 
mother." 

He was silent again. The words had forced their way by 
violence as it were, through the clenched teeth, and the pale 
lips. The eyes of the young man were dry and fixed — there 
were no tears in them. 

" Falconbridge," said Captain Wagner, with frowning 
brows, " stop that talt, or you'll make me cry like a baby I 
To think of aJl this — of the way you have been tricked — ol 
your honesty and true manhness — ^by the horns of the dev- 
il I it makes me fiush — my nerves twitch 1 Would this woman 
were a man 1" 

Indeed a fiash of something like fiery rage darted from the 
eyes of the soldier, and his hand stole down to the hilt oi 
his weapon. Then, as he looked iato the countenance of his 
jompanion, this flash disappeared ; he bent down murmur- 
ing : and the old vsistful, almost tender expression returned. 

" Falconbridge," he said, " my miserable old heart is bleed- 
ing for you, as I think of what may happen ia the next 
twenty-four hours. Whatever may be the result of that 
•ombat you announce as coming, it must be horrible." 

"So let it be." 

"There's misery and death ia the matter — ^the blood of 
one or both of yen." 

" Doubtless," was the cold repijf of the young man, who 
laud completely mastered his emotion, and was calm agaio. 

"Fairfax is an admirable swordsman ; I have played with 
him ; and you, do you use the short-sword?" 

"Indifferent well" 

"That is well — at least there will be a fair and above- 
board fight — no tmequal combat. But I know not whethet 
it is not tmfortunate after all — ^if I do, may I be scalped!" 

•* What do you mean, Captain?" said Falconbridge. 

I ntMm plaialj this— that in oaae you were ignoruxt of 
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the use of the small-sword, or completely out of practice, the 
affair could not take place — it might easily be arranged — as 
I hope it win be yet. Without a swordsman for his oppo- 
nent, the Earl would retire — and you would necessarily do 
Ukewise." 

" Never! There would remain the pistol I" was the quick 
reply, between the close- set teeth. 

" A villainous weapon ! No 1 If there's a combat it shall 
be with short-swords. That is fair and honorable — and 
now what are you going to do, Falconbridge ?" 

" I shall set out at once to find some gentleman of the 
neighborhood, who'll act as my second." 

" Hum ! then you know some ?" 

" One or two very slightly, but they cannot refuse me." 

" Hum ! hum 1" repeated the Captain, still gloomy and 
thoughtful, but gazing at his companion from time to time 
with the strange, wistful glance which we have noticed, " and 
is there no possible way of accommodating this difference ?" 

" None on earth. If there is no regular duel, there will 
be a combat wherever we meet — the blood of myself or Lord 
Fairfax must flow 1" 

" Misery ! misery 1" muttered the soldier; " a wretched bus- 
iness in every way. And pray, why don't you ask me to 
second you, Falconbridge ?" 

" Because," said the young man, rewarding the speaker 
with one of his proud glances, full of thanks and feeling, 
" because you live with Lord Fairfax, and are naturally his 
iecond in the matter." 

" Nothing of the sort," returned Wagner, coolly; " you'ra 
toy friend as much as Fairfax, and by the dragon's snout, 
ni not have you go looking for a friend, when his lordship 
can select one out of a hundred. Wait here, companion. 
I'll return in an hour. Do you promise?" 

" You say 'an hour?' " 

"Tes." 

" I will irait bo laag, Gatptain — but aaorifioe notiiing for 
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me- have no jar with his lordship. I am noi worfhj ei 
such friendship, or of such a sacrifice of feeling. I soon 
pass. See the sun there, comrade 1 He is mounting the 
akj — well, it is probable that I'll not see his setting. So be 
it. 1 aTQ tired of my life, and death cannot come too quick- 
ly. In ail hour 1" 

And with these gloomy words, which affected the rough 
Borderer strangely, the young man entered the bmldini^ Ma4 
rstked to his ohMuber. 
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|HE Captain set ont at a thrmdermg gallop, and 
soon reached Greenway Conrt. Lord I^airfax 
met him at the door. 

" Ah ! welcome Captain Wagner," hs said, 
speaking in his habitual tone of calmness, mingled ■with 
gloom; " I was just on the point of sending for you — ^to the 
OrdiDory, where you have been, I think.*" 
" Tes, my lord. I spent the night thera^ 
" And yon saw Mr. Falconbridge ?" 
"Tes, my lord. This morning." 

" Did he speak of the events which occurred last eTening T" 
" As soon as I descended. I have come as quickly as pos- 
sible to discuss in turn with your lordship, the arrange- 
ment cf the whole affair." 

The Earl inclined his head gravely, and pointed to a seat, 
which the Captain assumed. 
" Speak, Captain Wagner," he said, calmly and courteoua- 

ly- 

"I wHl do so, my lord," returned the Borderer, "and 
frankly. It is necessary, in this miserable business between 
yourself and Falconbridge, that I should act as the friend ol 
your opponent. I like candor, and honesty — I prefer talk- 
ing it out plainly. I am attached to you, my lord, I am 
your guest, and owe much to you — ^but I love this young 
man as if he was my own blood — ^myson; and he's a strangei 
here. Tour lordship can find a friend who will be prond 
to Mt ftnr you — any one fA a dbsnQ ib ibe (xnurfsy natt A 
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hand — while Falconbridge is almost alone in tliis land. I 
announce this in advance, that no misunderstanding may 
take place — and now, my lord, I await your pleasure." 

" Thanks, Captain Wagner," said the Earl, with a low bow, 
"it is pleasure indeed which I have experienced as you 
spoke. I thank you, sir, for this new proof of your confi- 
dence and esteem ; you rate me as I wish, sir, as a gentle- 
jnan and an honest man. I not only acquiesce in your pro- 
posal to act for Mr. Falconbridge, and acquit you of all want 
of friendship in so doing toward myself — I was prepared to 
insist upon this very course. That we understand and treat 
each other with this confidence, is another proof of that es- 
teem which I think we feel mutually, sir. Thanks, Captain 
Wagner." 

And the Earl inclined again. 

"Now to business," he continued; "I have already dis- 
patched a request to Colonel Carter that he will wait on me 
here, and I think he will soon come. Do you bear any 
communication from Mr. Falconbridge ?" 

" No, my lord, I am not reg^axly in the position of his 
second yet, and have avoided becoming such, in order that 
I might act as the mutual friend of both — Abound eaelusively 
to neither." 

" As the friend of both ?" 

" Yes, my lord — and you know that such is the real truth. 
Ab a friend then, in no vyise connected with either, 1 ask, is 
no arrangement possible without bloodshed?" 

"None, none at all," returned the Earl, with gloomy calm- 
ness; "I see no possibility of such a thing. Tou have 
doubtless heard the particulars of the encounter in the wood 
last night, and may easily understand that any explanation 
ia impossible. Let me speak more plainly, and place the 
whole in a clear light. I have paid my addresses to Miss 
Argal in due form, and I think she is wiUing to become the 
Countess of Fairfax. Let us not speak further of this pri- 
faie mMter, which I mention only to elucidate the rest 
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Well, sir, I often saw ilr. Palconbridge at Mr. Argal's^ 
and his attention to the young lady appeared somewhat 
particular. I accordiagly demanded of her the exact char- 
acter of these attentions, and she assured me that they were 
merely those of a friend. Was there any contract, definite 
or implied, between herself and Mr. Falconbridge ? I asked. 
None whatever, was the reply. Why do you frown and 
sneer so Captain, with your lip ?" 

" I beg your lordship's pardon — 'tis a deplorable habit I 
have acquired. Pray proceed." 

" The rest may be related briefly. Once assured that Mr. 
Falconbridge had no claims on Miss Argal, and beUeving 
that he regarded her in the light of a familiar friend only, I 
paid her my addresses in a more marked manner. She re- 
ceived them in a manner which induced me to hope that my 
attentions were agjreeable, and my visits became, according- 
ly, more frequent. Yesterday I spent the afternoon with 
the young lady. Mr. Palconbridge called, and, to my great 
surprise, was informed that Miss Argal was engaged, and 
eould not see him. She explained the circumstance by 
saying that he had grown so moody and disagreeable of late 
that she must reaUy endeavor to break off her intimacy with 
bim — he made her melancholy. So the subject was forgot- 
ten, and I thought no more of the young gentleman until he 
waylaid me in the wood, and gave me the lie dii'ect." 

The Earl flushed as he spoke ; but controlled his emotion 
and added: 

" That is aU, sir. I avoided a conflict then and there by 
promising to meet Mr. Falconbridge at anothor and more 
favorable time. Tou must see. Captain Wagner, that any 
overtures from myself are utterly impossible." 

The soldier knit his brows and looked more gloomy thaa 
ever. 

" It's a deadly looking mixture, or I'm a dajidy 1" he mnt 
tered, " and unless Falconbridge viU move in the mattfli; 
bU's over." 
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""What do you say, Captain ?" 

« Nothing imieh, my lord. I will go and see Faloonbriclg% 
!6nd reium as soon aa possible, either bearing you tk« 
textas of an arrangem^it of the affair, or delivering his car- 
t«L" 

"That is my duty," returned the EarL "Mr. Falcon- 
bridge will thus have choice of weapons, time and place." 

" There wiU be no trouble about that, my lord ; now 111 
go and see what I can do." 

With these words the soldier mounted his horse, and re- 
cumed rapidly to the Ordinary. All his attempts to more 
the young man were utterly in vain — ^the arguments of the 
Borderer feU back, so to speak, from his iron resolution, 
lite waves from an ocean rocL At the end of an hour there 
was nothing remaining but the question of time, place and 
weapons. The Captain retjismed, and found Colonel Carter 
at Greenway, and with this gentleman he now discussed, 
formally, as the second of Falconbridge, the terms of the 
combat. 

It was arranged that it should take place onthesam,e eveU' 
ing at a spot within the Fort Mountain, which was secluded 
and favorable for the purpose, and then the ^^tsiu z» 
horned to the Ordinary. 

He bad never been more gloomy. 
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THE COMBAT. 

JS the hour which had been fixed for the combat 
drew near, the four men entered the narrow 
defile of the Fort Monntain, and approached the 
secluded spot which had been selected. 

They dismounted, tied their horses to the hanging boughs, 
and advanced slowly to the arena. 

Captain Wagner and his principal returned the low sa- 
lute of Lord Fairfax, and his fnend, with one equally cour- 
teous, and then the seconds approached each other, and con- 
versed for some moments in a low tone, which was inaudible 
to their companions. 

The preliminaries were soon arranged, and the swords 
were produced and measured. They tallied exactly in 
length, and were of the same weight and temper. A nod 
from the Captain testified to his satisfaction. 

At a sign from the seconds, the Earl and Falconbridgo 
then removed their coats and waistcoats, and ad.vanced to a 
spot indicated. They halted, faaluted each ottier, and re- 
ceived the weajjons from the hands of Captain Wag^ier and 
Colonel Carter. 

"The term.s of the combat are as follows, gertlemen," 
said the Captain. " You shall engage, and so proceed for 
as loug a time as seems proper. But in no case eLaU any 
personal collision of bodies take place ; there shall be no 
clutching, and no resort to other weapons than the short- 
sword- Should either weapon break, or the focft of either 
p£urty slip, or stumble, the engagement shall terminate for 
the time. I 'will give the signal by raising my hand." 
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At tlie appointed signal, the two men advanced upon 
each other, and the weapons clashed together, the light ol 
\he sdnking sun darting vividly from their burnished but- 
'■aces. 

Both were exceUen swordsmen, and soon felt that all 
iheir science would be necessary. The combat was thufl 
guarded at first, and consisted of a series of fencing lunges, 
rather than rapid thrusts, as though each were feeUng the 
wrist of his adversary. Falconbridge was the more active 
and supple of the two — the Earl stronger and heavier in 
his fence. Still, as the combat grew more excited, neitheir 
had gained any advantage — and the blood of both gradually 
grew heated. The Earl glared at his enemy, and a spot in 
each cheek began to glow; on his forehead the huge veins 
becs,me black. Falconbridge was pale, but the fire in his 
eyes contradicted his apparent calmness: his lips were set 
together l&e iron. 

Despite his most powerful exertions the Earl could not 
drive the young man back an inch ; and his most deadly 
lunges were regularly parried. The old swordsman grew 
fiery and dangerous. His cheeks glowed as if from the 
light of a conflagration — ^he braced his gaunt frame until it 
resembled a bundle of steel springs, and advanced step by 
step upon Falconbridge. He did not yield or give ground 
— the points of the weapons played in the very faces of the 
combatants — the hilts were almost wrapped around each 
other. 

Then, in spite of the exclamations and protests of the 
seconds, who hastened quickly toward them, a desperate, 
iiand to hand, stabbing-match, rather than sword-play, com- 
menced. Both the Earl and Falconbridge received slight 
wounds — ^but the sight of blood only enraged them more 
bitterly. 

In another moment each would have mortally wound" 
ed his adversary, and so brought the combat to an end, 
when saddenly the two men were dragged Tiolently asandei^ 
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and the "Wizard of the Massinutton interposed his ta\l form 
shnddering with strange emotion, between the adversaries. 
The respectiTe seconds of the combatants had rushed for- 
ward, crying, "Gentlemen! gentlemen! this must cease ! no 
poniard fight !" — but the towering resident of the Fori 
Mountain had forestalled them. He had seen the part^ 
when they entered the gorge of the valley, and divining 
their intention, hastened quickly toward them. He had 
arrived in time, and now stood between the hot swords- 
men, his form towering high above even that of the Earl— 
bis face, generally so pale, flushed with tragic emotion. 

The Earl gazed at him angrily, and raised his head 
haughtily as their eyes encountered. 

"Pray, what is the meaning of this interruption, sir ?" he 
Baid. " Axe you aware that you peril your life by this pro- 
ceeding!" 

" Tes, my lord," said the wizard, still agitated in every 
muscle of his tall, nervous frame by the singular tremor we 
have noticed. "Tour weapon was within an ace of pene- 
trating my breast; and Mr. Falconbridge also nearly struck 
me. But that is little I" 

" Tour meaning, sir 1 Stand back I" 

" I will not ! Ton may kill me, if the act will be pro- 
ductive of satisfaction to your lordship; but you shall not 
even do that until you hear what I came to say to you." 

There was something so resolute and gloomy in the voice 
of the old man, and his eyes burned with such significanca 
beneath his bushy white brows, that the Earl unconsciously 
dropped the point of his sword, and was silent. 

"Tour proceeding is extraordinary, very extraordinary, 
air," he replied, coldly, "but I respect your age, and 
Bay no more. I only request that you will communicat* to 
me speedily what you design to inform me of — ^I know not 
what it is — ^then we will proceed 1" 

" It is necessary," returned the vizard, " thiit yonr lord* 
■hip abould listen to it in priraie." 
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" Impossible, sir 1" the Earl replied, impatiently stakiiig 
his h sad: "I cannot, and mil not leave this spot until ihia 
matter is terminated !" 

" Ton must !" was the resolute answer. •' Tes, my lord, 
I tell you, and I know what I say — 1 teU you that you musi 
hear me speak, and privately. This combat shall not con- 
tinue, if it becomes necessary for me to interpose my own 
body between your swords." 

"Tou speak in riddles, sirl" exclaimed the Earl; "stand 
back I" 

"Strike, then, gentlemen," replied the wizard, calmly 
folding his arms, and not moving from the spot which he 
occupied between the combatants; "if you wish to shed 
blood, shed my own to commence with. I swear to you 
that nothing shall move me but the death-blow 1" 

And he confronted the Earl with a majesty and determin- 
ation in eye, hp, and bearing, which produced an effect even 
on his angry opponent. 

"WeU, have your wish, sir !" said Lord Fairfax, frowning, 
" witii the permission of Captain Wagner, I will retire for a 
moment, to the distance of ten paces — ^is it permitted, sir ?" 

"It is permitted, my lord," said the Captain. 

"WeU, let us make haste, sir," said the Earl: and sheath- 
ing his sword, he followed his companion, with quick steps. 
They had proceeded about ten paces, and the wizard had 
commenced speaking in a low, guarded tone, when the Earl 
was observed to start violently. As he did so, his head 
turned quickly, and be fixed upon Falconbridge one of those 
glances of Ughtning, whi-ch, on extraordinary occasions, 
made his eyes resemble flaming brands. His face wai 
deadly pale, and the contracted Ups revealed his white teeth 
Bet like a vice together. He no longer opposed the will of 
his companion, evidently — they walked a hundred yards, 
talking in a low, agitated manner, and finally disappeared 
behind a huge mass of rock, covered with moss and eTer> 
greeoa, which rose on the dedivitT- of the monntain. 
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The three gentlemen who had been left by themselves ia 
this nnceremonions manner, waited patiently for a qnartef 
of an honr. Then they began to look curiously towaid the 
rocky screen. Another quarter of an hour passed slowly 
away, and Colonel Carter, at the request of Captain Wag- 
ner, had just gone to summon the Earl, when the two men 
were seen returning. 

An extraordinary change had taken place in the bearing 
and appearance of Lord Fairfax. "When he left the party, 
he had carried his head proudly erect, his eyes were flash- 
ing with anger, and the aroused thirst for blood — ^he had 
resembled a warhorse, snuffing the odor of battle, aad 
champing at the Mt which restrains him. Now, aU this 
nad disappeared. His shoulders were drooping — ^his cheeks 
were pale: his eyes, of late so fiery, were full of wistful 
light; and he gazed upon his companions with an expression 
of absent wonder which impressed them with the most vivid 
astonishment. Especially did they experience a sentiment 
amounting to stupefaction, almost, when they saw the Earl 
glance toward Ealconbridge. In that glance there was no 
longer any enmity, any anger — aU had vanished. It was a 
gaze almost tender in its character; and plainly an uncon- 
sdouB one to the Earl. The young man wondered at it, but 
replied only by a look haughtier than before, and calmly 
tested the metal of his weapon by pressing the point upon 
his boot. 

Lord Fairfax soon recovered from his fit of absence, how- 
ever, and by a great effort, summoned his habitual calm- 
ness. 

He approached Captain Wagner, and Ealconbridge, and 
bowing with grave courtesy, said : 

" This affair cannot proceed, gentlemen, and the singular 
tarcnmstances accompanying the fact, is the entire silence 
which I am compelled to observe at present upon the char- 
acter of the considerations which render a further oombftt 
impossible." 
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Falconbridge floBhed, and grasped hie eword in a mena» 
ing manner. 

" I am aware," continued the Earl, in the same cairn Toioe, 
" that my words are enigma, but I cannot prevent that. I 
will make any apology, or follow any course which MTv 
Falconbridge may see fit to demand." 

The aeconds and Falconbridge greeted these words with 
incredulous wonder; but the Earl did not seem to observe 
it, and added : 

" 1 propose, in all that relates to an affair in which Mr. 
Falconbridge and myself hold the position of rival claim< 
ants, to withdraw my pretensions, and retire from the field 
— ^his interests shall no longer suffer from my presence — and 
I am prepared to make him any apology which he requires, 
for anything in which he may have thought himseli 
wronged, by any act of my own." 

The words were uttered as calmly and coldly as before, 
in spite of a faint tinge which rose slowly to the cheek, and 
having finished them, the Earl bowed low and was silent. 
The seconds and Falconbridge had listened with an amaze- 
ment greater them before; but this expression in the eyes 
of Wagner was succeeded by another of munistakable 
pleasure. As the Earl ended his address, he bow«d low 
and replied : 

" As the friend of Mr. Falconbridge, I accept yo-or lord- 
ship's proposaL We shall waive all further explanations or 
discussions, resting content with the general disclaimer, and 
offer which has been made. Tou will permit me, my lord, 
to say on the part of Mr. Falconbridge, whom I represent, 
that this proposition is no less characteristic of your lord- 
ship's magnanimity, than of your fearless disregard of ap' 
pearances. And so, gentlemen, the matter's at an end — ^th«> 
fight's over — ^if it's not, I'm a crop-eared dandy!" 

With this joyous outburst, the Captain twirled his mous- 
tache violently, and picking up the coats of the combatants, 
handed them to those gentlemen, with an air fall of grAca 
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ami polit&a«i^. vVith a clouded, and gloomy brow. Falcon- 
bridge yielded u; %is representatiTe, and the wtole party 
were soon again in the saddle^ on their way back to ih' 
Lowland. 
The wizMrd was slowly retracing bis steps np tb -»fi-sM' 
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SOW FALOOSBBIDSE BBCOTXBED BIS MOTHEB'B BIBS. 

' N the day after the events which have just besa 
narrated, Falconbridge set out from the Ordin 
ary to visit Miss Argal for the last time. 
We know the design of his visit. AH was 
over — there was no longer any hope — ^the drama vvas p'ayed 
—he had falb.a ia the contest: but he must look upon her 
face once mere for a moment; he must recover the plain 
gold ring which had belonged to his mother, and remained 
in the possp&sion of the young lady. 

As he thus drew near to the secluded dwelling in which h« 
had spent so many happy hours, a painful and cnjel shadow 
Bwept across the broad brow of the young man. His shoul- 
ders drooped; his lip quivered; and the heavy-looking eyes 
were half veiled by the long lashes which almost reposed 
upon the pallid cheeks. Falconbridge was passing through 
that baptism of sUent agony which sprinkles the hair o> 
youth with gray. 

As if to mock him, the face of nature was serene and be- 
nignant. The chill winds had passed away — and that sea- 
son which is called the " Indian Summer '* had arrived. The 
landscape was stiU, and bathed in imperceptible floods of 
vapor — every outline was rounded, every angle had diBap-< 
peared — the soft mellow haze rested like a veil of gauze on 
the distant mountains, the prairie and the forest. A dreamy 
and mUd influence seemed to pervade the whole scene, and 
the genius of silenoe and repose was enthroned, where 
lately the fresh breezes of October careered onward, rart< 
Ung the diy leaves. 
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But the young man scarcely observed the change. His 
own thoughts made the world in which he moved. An 
Irresistible sadness invaded, and took possession of him; and 
he went along, unconscious of the landscape around him, 
dead to aJl but his own sombre meditations. 

"When Sir John stopped at the door, now so well known 
and familiar, his master looked up with a yagne, absent 
wonder. Then slowly dismounting, he affixed his bridle to 
% bough, and approached. 

He knocked at thu door — no one answered. But hearing 
the sound of voices in the apartment to the right, which 
was used as a sitting-room, he turned the knob, and en- 
tered. 

The sight which greeted him sent the blood violently to 
his heart, and an irresistible shudder ran through his frame. 
He leaned against the frame- work of the door for support, 
as though his limbs were about to fail him. 

In the middle of the apartment Mr. Argal was holding, 
with a vigorous grasp, both wrists of his daughter, and en- 
deavoring to soothe her. It was the appearance of the 
young lady, however, which made Falconbridge recoil, 
shuddering. She was scarcely recognizable. Her dress 
was in rude disorder — her black hair was hanging down on 
her naked shoulders in tangled masses, and the fiery dark 
eyes which burned beneath her knit brows, were filled with 
an expression of rage and wildness which was terrible. The 
small pearly teeth had bit the writhing Up until the blood 
flowed — and in every muscle of her body, as in her face, the 
visitor discerned an awful distortion. 

It was evidently as much as Mr. Argal could do to hold 
her. The nervous force which she displayed was wonder- 
fnl. The soft round arms seemed endowed with the strength 
of a giant — and in spite of his most powerful exertions, the 
writhing form almost escaped from her father's grasp. 

" I tell you I" she cried hoarsely, and in a voice which tb« 
jooD^ man. did not recognize aa her own; " I tell 70a I a»w 



260 FAIRFAX; OB, 

him last night 1 He was lying in his blood 1 HiB *./«• 
called to me — I will go to him !" 

"There, daughter, you are unweU," muttered the heavy- 
hearted father, in a voice of deep anguish; "don't talk so, 
and sit down." 

" I will not ! I win go I There., the eyes again 1" 

" It is your fancy, my poor chUd." 

" My fancy I It is false ! I teU you there he is looking 
kt me — there is blood on his bosom — ^blood for me to wipe 
away 1" 

" My poor child " 

"Let me go!" 

The words were followed by a superhuman effort to dis- 
engage herself; but the iron grasp was not relaxed. 

" I loved him I I never loved any one before I I loved 
him with my whole heart — and he is dead I That raan killed 
him — ^he is gone I" 

" No, my child," murmured the poor father, •who had ta- 
ken no notice of the young man's entrance, " he is not dead 
— there he stands." 

"Yes, I see bim — it is his spirit 1 He is commg like 
Charles Austin to call me; Edmund! Edmund! I am com- 
ing!" 

And again the terrible struggle commenced. The sharp, 
white teeth caught the crimson Up and gnawed it cruelly — 
the round, supple form writhed violently in the grasp of 
Mr. ArgaL The paroxysm waa succeeded by an interval ai 
comparative quiet, and the frame of the young lady exhibit- 
ed evidences of exhaustion. A few more struggles ensued, 
and then they ceased. Her featui'es relaxed ; the burning 
eyes filled with leaden langour ; the form drooped slowly, 
and murmuring, " I loved him only t" the girl fainted in 
the arms of her father. 

Without speaking, he bore her to the sofa, and placed 
her unresisting figure on the cushioned seat. In a moment 
■he revived, but it was only to burst into tears, and aoB 



THE MASTEB OF GBEENWAT OOUBT. 261 

hopelesaly — she was plainly unconscious of any one's pres- 
ence. Mr. Argal gazed at her for a few moments, with an 
expression of wretchedness, mixed with tenderness unut- 
terable: then he turned and approached the young man. 

" You are shocked at this terrible scene, I see plainly, 
sir," he said in a low, collected voice; "and there is littlf 
cause for wonder in the fact. Pray retire with me — I haT« 
ft few words to say to you." 

As he spoke, Mr. Argal summoned a maid, who went 
quietly to the side of her mistress with the air of one who 
was quite famUiar with such scenes, and then the two men 
went out into the small porch. The youth walked in a 
dream as it were — ^his mind was struggling — ^he could not 
think connectedly. Mr. Argal placed his hand, by an uncon- 
scious movement, upon his heart, and masteriag his agita- 
tion, said in a low voice, full of gloomy sorrow : 

" Mr. Falconbridge, you have become the depositary of a 
terrible secret of my family. Do you understand what 
you have just witnessed, sir ?" 

" No," came from the white Ups, in a tone almost inaudi- 
ble, " I do not, sir." 

"I will explain it. My daughter is mad." 

The words sent a shudder through the frame of Falcon- 
bridge, and his face turned paler than that of a corpse, but 
he said nothing. 

"The fit seized her to-day, sir,' continued Mr. Argal, 
suppressing a groan; "it was probably occasioned by the 
affair between yourself and Lord Fairfax, which the servants 
repeated." 

The young man drew a long, deep breath, but was still 
gilent. 

" And now, sir," continued Mr. Argal, slowly recovering 
his calmness, but speaking in a voice of heart-broken woe; 
" and now, sir, I owe you a few words of explanation, il 
only to vindicate my own character in this affair, from th« 
iznpntaiions which must otherwise rest upon me. T vi)l be 
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plain, I will conceal nothing — for I speak to a gentlemaa, 
and a man of honor. I Tvill keep back no particular. My 
daughter has been subject to attacks of insanity, sir, from 
her childhood. It was not a defect of her birth, but occa- 
sioned by a dangerous fall from a fruit-tree, which inflicted 
a deep wound upon her head, and affected the brain. Soon 
after this incident, I observed the indications of men- 
ial disease Her character, which had before been as open 
and ingenuous as the day, became secretive and subtile. 
She would look sidewise and watch the persons with whom 
she conversed, and store away in hidden places little objects 
which she had taken. Then, as the years passed on, she 
changed more and more — she became cruel and pitiless, she, 
my own child ! who had been a very angel of goodness and 
tenderness — whose heart would have bled at the suffering ol 
the least insect — she grew hard and unpitying '" 

A low moan accompanied the words of the poor father; 
he controlled his agony with difficulty, but resumed : 

"The strange lustre you must have seen in my child's 
eyes, sir, then appeared. They glittered with a morbid 
light — an unnatural, insane ligbt i It was the misfortune 
of a poor youth to be attracted by their brightness — ^he 
loved her, and when she dismissed him, at the mom«it 
when one of her paroxysms was approaching, he put an 
end to himself!" 

Again the speaker paused, and a woful contraction of the 
lip showed the struggle which he had passed through be- 
fore revealing these things. 

"Well, to go on, sir. When she heard of the youth's 
death, she was seized with a flt of madness. I passed 
(hrough a scene Uke that which you have witnessed to-day; 
it made me twenty years older. But it ended: and my 
ehild returned to herself again; to vmng her hands and 
weep, and exclaim that his death was caused by her act 
Ske wrote bo the youth's brother and rival, a full history ol 
hut mental aberration, and requested him to never apprmob 
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hat again. So that terminated, and joon afterward £ t»- 
moved hither. I now come to the scenes connected with 
yourself, sir; and I acknowledge in advance that I have 
been gxiilty of a criminal weakness. I saw yoiir attentions 
to my daughter, and feared the result. But I could not 
■peak ! I should have done so, as a man of common hoa- 
esty — ^that is true, sir — ^but I could not 1 Look at my face, 
Mr. Falconbridgel See the vulttire that is gnawing me 1 I 
have been false to you — but I could not speak I Oh, sir 1 
may you never know what it is to feel this awful shame ! — 
to be drawn one way by your honor, and another way by 
love for a poor insane child ! I could not reveal her awful 
secret, degrade her in aU eyes, make her name the laugh- 
ing stock or the horror of every one 1 I could not brand 
my own child in your eyes with th« stigma of madness 1 So 
I paltered, sir, with my terrible responsibility. I said to 
myself that you were only a youth, in the region for a short 
time; that you would soon go, and our existence be forgot- 
ten. My poor child denied any engagement between you — 
I know not witti what truth — ^I do not ask, sir. Then Lord 
Fairfax appeared: she attracted his attention, and his ad- 
miration. This very day I had intended to go and teU him 
what I have told you, sir, if it killed me. That is aJL I 
have spoken, Mr. Falconbridge, with an effort, and laboring 
under an agony of feeling which no words can describe I It 
is little to declare to you that my heart is broken — ^but that 
is beside the question. I know not whether I should ever 
have found courage to tell you all, if you had not chanced 
to come when you did. But you know all now. I have 
striven to show you that in concealing my child's condition I 
did not act with deliberate dishonor, to entrap you. Before 
my Maker, sir, I solemnly declare that I am guiltless at 
least in this. I was weak, my heart was torn with e^ame 
and anguish — 1 could not speak 1 I should have fled from 
the country with my daughter on. the eve of her nuptials— 
ttwtbiaUr 
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"Wiih heaving bosom and quivering lije, Mr kiKti wai 
tflent for some moments. Then he added : 

"1 have now told you everything, sir, and I feel leaa 
riiame than before. In a few weeks I go with uiy poor child 
from this region — ^in some distant land we may bury our 
shame and suffering. Without her, I should have no life — 
she is dearer to me than all the world. Speak well of har, 
Mr. Falcoubridge — she is weak, not sinful! — or if that is 
impossible, say nothing I God has heavily stricken her, 
and her lot has been a terrible one — do not add to its dark- 
ness by your enmity ot contempt ! After all, sir, however 
much she may have wronged you, she is a woman, a mere 
girl, and should excite your pity I You heard her broken 
words — in her madness — she loved you — I pray you. sir, to 
forgive m^ poor child and me." 

The 'j-roken and agitated voice died away, and no sound 
was heard but the flutter of a single leaf, which parted from 
a bough of the oak above, and pattered down. The young 
man remembered that sound afterwards, and shuddered at 
it. To the struggling words of the sorrovrful speaker he 
made no immediate reply; his eyes were fuU of tears, his 
Ups refused their office. At last he mastered his emotion 
>n a partial degree, and in a tone almost inaudible, said : 

"Thanks for your confidence, Mr. Argal. I am so far 
from blaming you for not revealing all before, that I honor 
and respect your deep love and tenderness, and think I 
would have acted as you did. You know me well enough 
to beHeve me when I say that aU this shall be locked up 
forever in my breast. I need scarcely add that no word 
against you or your daughter shall ever pass my lips. From 
my heart, from my soul, from the depths of my soul, sir, I 
pity and sympathize with you 1 Your daughter is sacred to 
me— it is as a child that I shall regard her — my heart is 
broken like yours, but I bl&^tie no one. In the presence ol 
that Ck>d, sir, who afiSicted your child, [ swear to guard hw 
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•uae from reproach or ■wrong. I have nothing to forgive 
if I had, I should forgive her." 

He he^d out his hand as he spoke, and a long pressort 
was exchanged. As the two hands were thus clasped, a low 
gob at the elbow of the young man made him start and 
tremble. He turned and saw Miss Argal standing motion 
less iQ the doorway, and holding toward him his mother's 
ring. Her face was wet with tears — her eyes swam as she 
gazed at him; she murmured, rather than said : 

" This is your ring, sir — ^I have deceived you. Will you 
forgive me ?" 

The words were followed by a quiver of the bleeding Up, 
and bursting into tears, the young lady placed her handker- 
chief to her eyes, and went hastily to her chamber. 

Falconbridge stood looking after her, with the ring in his 
hand, and never did the countenance of a human being ex- 
press more unutterable anguish. He leaned against the 
pillar of the portico for support, and uttered a groan of such 
despairing wretchedness, that it seemed to tear its way from 
the very depths of his being, and compress the woe of years 
into a second. 

Then, in airing a slight movement with his head toward 
Mr. Argal, he slowly went and mounted his horse. The 
bridle lay untouched upon the neck of the animal, and Fal- 
conbridge did not speak to or direct him. 

Sir John took the road at a gallop toward the Ordinary. 
The rider seemed to be dreaming. His shoulders bent for- 
ward; his chin rested on his breast; from time to time he 
passed his hand wearily across his forehead, and gazed ab- 
•ently around him. 

The animal continued his headlong gallop. 

Half a mile from the Ordinary, the young man reeled lis 
the saddle. Overcome by vertigo, he would have fallen the 
next moment from his flying animal, when the bridle was 
gnddenly seized, the horse thrown on his haimches, srid th« 
■nofl of Captain Waerner caught the drooping form. 
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" So it ends I" cried the gloomy and eneering roioe af Ota 
soldier, "aU is over I" 

Two words replied to him, as Falconbridge fainted— two 
Words, in an accent of nnspeakable pity : 

"Pooroiuldr 



UAST£B 07 gbeenwa; cocbz. 167 




IX 

THE APOLOGY. 

gWO or three days have passed. It is a beantifd 
morning of the "Indian Summer" as before. 
The landscape of mountain and valley is repos- 
ing beneath the mellow haze; and the air haa 
that dreamy and delightful softness which inclines the heart 
to reverie. 

Ii. the large room of Groenway Court, Lord Fairfax ia 
conversiag with George an^i Connie. The youth had 
brought the girl behind him from the Fort on the preceding 
evening — ^they had spent the night — and before setting out 
to return, Cannie examined the objects around her, with 
evident interest. 

George was gazing at her with unconscious earnestness. 
His affection for the girl had grown deeper and stronger. 
As he came to know her better, the rare charms of her 
mind and heart had enthralled him. Her goodness and 
simplicity, and absence of all littleness, irresistibly attracted 
his frank nature; and the unconscious refinement and grace 
of the little maiden, riveted the influence which her char- 
acter had exerted upon the boy. He thus gazed at her 
with a fondness which was plainly uncontrollable, and the 
Earl smiled with melancholy pleasure as he saw the youth'a 
BCCTet, His countenance wore the old expression of sor- 
rowful thought, but there was nothing cynical in it aow. 
Thf grim look had disappeared, and though cheerfulaesa 
was not there, stiU the face was more pleasant for the 
change. He leaned back ia his arm-chair, caressing with 
one hand the solemn head of a huge deer-hound at bia aid*. 
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amd his gaze wandered absently but pleasantly from Georg* 
to Gannie. 

"So, you like my house, Gannie?" he said; "my old 
hiinting-lodge ?" 

"Yes, sir— oh, yes, I mean my lord," returned the girl, 
"I have been looking at the books and the pictures and all 
They remind me of home." 

" Of home ? Do you remember your home ? Where wa« 
ihttt ?" 

•• In the Low Goimtry, sir. But I was bom in England." 

'■ And you do not remember England ?" 

" Very slightly, sir. I look upon Virginia as my home, 
and love it — because grandpapa is with me. He is all I 
have." 

The eyes of George seemed to contradict this statement, 
but he said nothing. Then a sigh from the Earl made him 
turn his head, 

" You are right, my child," said the old nobleman, gazing 
at CannJe with wistful tenderness; "our real home is the 
land where the heart finds its rest. 'Tis a terrible disease, 
what is called home-sickness, Gannie, and I've feit it, as 
many others have done." 

Th d quick look of sympathy in the eyes of the girl seemed 
to touch the Earl, and he continued in the same tone of 
melancholy softness: 

" I was born and reared in England, and you see that I 
am living now in another land. I long sometimes to look 
npon the famiHar old scenes, and pluck a daisy from the sod 
of old England, my mother soil. I remember the same 
feeling in a nobleman of my acquaintance who was exiled 
by political troubles to France. His name was Henry St. 
John, a very brilliant person, whom you, George, have read 
of, I am sure, and it may be Gannie, also, though he's long 
dead, and she's very young. I had known him in London, 
and spent many delightful hours with him — for his conver- 
■ation was wonderfully attractive. His favorite tripic waa 



THB MASTEB 'W SREENWAT COUBT. 269 

ihe superiority of a strong mind to misfortune — the strength 
he possessed to beax up against obloquy and exile, sus- 
tained by his own thoughts and his philosophy. Well, see 
how it ended. I went to visit him in France, and a more 
unhappy personage I have rarely seen. All his philosophy 
was gone — ^he had yielded. ' The burst of the cloud had gone 
near to overwhelm him,' he said one day : and he looked 
as he spoke toward the cUffs of England, as a child does to- 
ward its mother. He never rested in his efforts to regain 
his home — and sometimes I think I am his shadow in the 
New "World. I would return, and lay my bones in the soil 
where my forefathers sleep." 

The Earl was sUent again, absently caressing the head of 
the great deer-hound. 

"AH is the same, however, my dear," he added, in a 
moment, " under the blue skies of home, or the stormj 
clouds of distant countries, the one thing is to be honest 
and true. One looks down on us who governs and directs 
for the best — do you not feel that?" 

" Oh, yes, sir — ^my lord," returned Cannie, to whose eyes 
the sad tones of the old cavalier had brought tears, "indeed 
I do, and that is enough to make ua happy, I am sure ! In 
the mountaians or the lowlands. He is still beside us. 
Whether we are buried in the sands, or the ocean, it is still 
the same — as Mr. Falconbridge said, you remember, 
George." 

"Mr. Falconbridge?" murmured the Earl; "do you 
know him, then, Cannie ?" 

" Oh, yes, sir — ^he has been to see us, and I could not 
help loving him. His face is so kind and true-looking — and 
when he smiles I feel as if it was sunshine." 

" That is true," said the Earl, TOth a bright light in Ma 
eyes which made his face pleasant to behold ■" M> Fal- 
bridge is truly a gentleman." 

" Oh, I'm sure he is. I loved him from the first movont 
I (Mwhim.'* 
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" He loved you as well," said a voico behind the speakei. 

And Falconbridge, who had entered ■without attracting 
attention, inclined his head to the company. In a moment 
the girl, by an irresistible impulse, had risen to her feet, and 
caught in her own warm little hand, the thin hand of the 
young man. Then she gazed into his eyes with a wistful 
look, and said: 

" You are very, very pale, sir." 
Indeed the young man resembled a ghost rather than a 
human being. AH the laughing pride of the eye and lip 
had vanished; his cheeks had lost their bloom, and were fall- 
ing away; an unspeakable sadness stamped his entire cotin- 
tenance and bearing; in a few days he seemed to have Uved 
twenty years. As he smiled now, and pressed the little 
hand in his own, there was something so touching and par 
thetic in his appeaj:ance, that Cannie could not restrain her 
teaxs. 

" There, there, don't cry, my dear," said Falconbridge; 
"you distress me. The change in my appearance moves 
you, I suppose — ^but 'tis nothing. I have been somewhat 
unwell, but am better. I trust your lordship is well." 

And the speaker inclined low, with stately courtesy, before 
the EarL 

" Thanks — yes, sir — ^very well," replied Lord Fairfax, who 
had scarcely moved, and still regarded his visitor with evi- 
dent agitation. But there was nothing hostile in his emo- 
tion. On the contrary a strange earnestness and softness 
characterized his bearing, as he pointed to a seat, and 
bowed low to his guest. 

" Many thanks, my lord," returned Falconbridge, " but 
my visit must be brief. In three days I shall leave this re- 
gion, and I come to make an explanation to your lord- 
Bhip." 

The Earl, still singularly agitated, glanced uneasily at 
G«org« and Cannie. The two young persons rose w^tk 
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quick ooxirtesy, and would have retired, but Faloonbndga 
arrested them by a movement of his hand. 

"No, do not retire," he said; "my explanation is not 
a private one — and I have entire confidence in you both, 
George and Cannie. Pray remain, then — aiid now, my 
lord, for my business. I have come hither to say, like an 
honest gentleman, that I have wronged you, and to beg 
you to pardon me. I wiU imitate the reserve of your lord- 
ship on the mountain yonder, and add in general terms 
what I mean. I accused you, in my heart, and to your face, 
in the forest there, of an unworthy and dishonorable action. 
I insulted and outraged you, and forced you to meet me in 
single combat I am truly glad at the issue of that busi- 
ness, for I wronged you, not intentionally, but no lesa 
really. Since that time, I have discovered my error, and 
your innocence. I have been iU, and had time to reflect. 
I have risen from my sick couch to come and say to your 
lordship, that I am sorry for my words and for my actions 
— ^to declare my conviction of your irreproachable honor — 
and to entreat your pardon and forgiveness." 

With these words Falconbridge bowed low again, and was 
silent. 

" I have nothing to forgive, sir," replied the Earl, almost 
eagerly; " I should rather sue to you — ^for I have wounded 
you, I fear, deeply On my honor, sir, the act was not ma- 
licious — ^I pray you to forget all, and receive my hand." 

There was something earnest and noble in the voice of 
the Earl as he thus spoke, and a slight color came to the 
cheek of the young man. He took the proffered hand, and 
the eyes of the strange rivals met in one long look of deep 
meaning. 

" I shall now beg your lordship's permission to retire," 
said Falconbridge. " I am not well, and the ride hither haa 
fatigued me. As I have declared, in three days I leave thia 
tountry. This will be my farewell to your lordship." 

Then taming to QeargQ and Oannie, he held out hia 
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hand, with the melancholy smile -which had excited tna 
child's tears. She cried again as she took it, and George 
bit his lip to conceal his emotion. 

"I am glad to have seen your kind face again," he said to 
Cannie; and yours, George, though I trust you'll come to 
Bee me before I go. And now, good-bye. I salute your 
lordship, and bid you farewell." 

In spite of the Earl's hospitable invitations to remain, 
which were uttered with great earnestness, the young man 
then departed; and soon afterwards Greorge and Cannie set 
out on their return to the mountain. 

"In three days!" murmured the Earl, — "'then he goes 
in three days 1 But he shall not I — no, he shall not I How 
noble he is, and how pale! Poor boy, my heart ached 
when he smiled as he did. In three days? We shall 
Bee!" 

As the Earlspok} thus. Captain Wagner hastily entered 
the apartment. 
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THE COUBIEB. 



f^'^SHE appearance of the Borderer indicated news ol 
Ijy (^^''''C importance. 

" Wliat has occurred ?" said the Earl. 
"The rascals are coining!" returned Wagner, 
thromng his hat on the table. " At least they are on tha 
way, my lord — ^the Injuns !" 

" Ah ! What of them ? What news of them ?" 
"A plenty, and too much. A cornier is following me, 
and he'll soon relate all to your lordship. WeU, I think 
well have stirring times at last. We'll eat 'em, or be eat by 
'em, or I'm a dandy ! " 

As the Borderer spoke, the sound of a horse's hoofs was 
heard, and in a few minutes a roughly-clad settler from the 
frontier entered, and bowed low to the Earl. His tidings 
were soon imparted. The Indians had crossed the A1- 
leghanies two days before, in large numbers, and had laid 
waste the entire South Branch manor, kiUiag women and 
children, and even attacking Fort Pleasant and Edwards' 
Fort, on Cacaphon. In all directions, homes were blazing, 
fields on fire, the dead bodies of the settlers and their fami- 
lies were stretched across a hundred thresholds, along tha 
line of march of the savages. The iacursion had been so 
sndden that no preparation, on the paa-t of the borderers, 
had opposed it; and the whole region west of the town oi 
Wiachester was helpless at the feet of the advancing enemy. 
Such was the information of the courier, who gave his ao- 
cotmt with long-drawn breaths, as one laboring under 
great exhaustion. In fact he had ridden night and daj, and 
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Was worn out. Old John speedily took charge of him, ia 
obedience to the direction of his master, and the Oaptain 
and Lord Fairfax were left ■^lcne together. 

" Well," said the Earl, his swarthy face glowing; " well. 
Captain, there seems every probability of your prediction 
being verified. Well have fighting, and that speedily. 
What are the defences of the region immediately weal 
of Winchester?" 

" Few or none," returned the soldier, knitting his brow 
»nd reflecting: " there's Pugh's, and Enoch's and Parker's 
Forts, with Edwards', the strongest. Further west, toward 
Port Cumberland, are PearsaU's and SelLar's, and Fort 
Pleasant, which is well fortified. But these are passed. 
Its dooms unlucky, my lord — but these worthies seem to 
have heard nothing of the inroad until it was on 'em, and 
the very devil will be to pay, or I'm a dandy ! Where's the 
map ? I know the region by heart, but may forget some 
places?" 

The Earl drew it out of the drawer, and they were soon 
poiing over it. The result was discouraging. The forts 
mentioned by the Captain were aU regularly laid down, but 
no others. 

" There are plenty of cabins," said the Borderer, frowning 
thoughtfully; " but they are shells that the first blow will 
smash. What remains ? I tell your lordship I have never 
been taken more aback. Messengers must, however, be 
sent immediately throughout the river counties. Ill as- 
Bemble the hunters and settlers around here myself, ancl 
then let the bloody scoundrels look out. I have said Fd 
eat their carcasses, and I'll do it, or my name's not Wagi- 
ner !" 

A quick discussion of the detaUs then took place, and the 
plan of operations was agreed upon. In two hours courien 
were departing in aU directions, and Captain Wagner him- 
self was scouring the country, to assemble the settlers in fhfl 
immediate vicmity. 
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On the next evening a messenger arrived with the intalJi- 
gence that the band of Indians had gone in an opposite ii> 
rection, toward the Potomac, plundering and burning od 
their march. 

" m go after 'em," said the Captain, who had returned 
from his long ride; "the boys wiU assemble at Winchest« 
to-morrow, and I'll take command, as your lordship hu 
directed." 

" Such is my wish, Captain," returned the Earl, " and thui 
wo may take breath for a moment." 

" And I'U take some Jamaica, with your permission, my 
lord, or zounds! without your permission, for I'm broke 
down ! I've been in the saddle till I feel as if I grew thera 
I'm bow-legged, or the devil take it !" 

Having swallowed his Jamaica, the Captain became more 
tranquil, and hstened in sUence to the Earl. 

"And now for a private matter of my own," said the 
EaxL " Where is Mr. Falconbridge, Captain?" 

*' At the Ordinary, my lord." 

"Does he return to the Lowland?" 

"He! return to the Lowland! Who? FalconbridgeT 
You don't know him, my lord. He's a good heart of oak, 
and you ought to have see his face when he heard of the 
fciUing of the women and children ! It was a glorious face, 
or I'm a dandy ! The very devil m his eyes. You don't 
know that man as I know him. He is one of the kindest 
and softest-hearted fellows in the world, but I'd rather go 
through fire than arouse him I He go to the Lowland, with 
those women and children kicking and squalling over there, 
fts the bloody scoimdrels slit their windpipes? I fancy it! 
No ! He'U be duly in the ranks to-morrow, and I wouldn't 
give a sixpence for the red devil that meets him 1" 

" Good, goo(? I" said the Earl, with glowing cheeks. 
•* That is like him. Captain. I knew it — ^I was sure of itj 
bat be is weak, you know — ^he has been siok." 
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And a strange pathos was discernible in the tones of Hbt 
Earl. 

"Sick or well, he is with us," returned the Captain. 
"Tour lordship seems really interested in him." 

" I have reason to be." 

"How so?" 

The Earl did not immediately reply. He mused and hes- 
itated. Then suddenly his irresolution disappeared, and 
turning to the soldier, he said : 

" Captain, did you not think the scene on the Fort Moun- 
taiu, on the day of our duel, a very strange one ?" 

"A perfect puzzle! — a mystery! I've been racking my 
brain to understand it ever since." 

" WeU, rU teU you what it meant," replied the Earl, "iJ 
you will make me two promises." 

" Two promises, my lord?" 

"Very simple ones. The first is to guard sacredly what I 
tell you, and the other is to go this evening, in spite of your 
fatigue, and bring Falconbridge hither to sleep. I must 
see him." 

" I promise both, my lord — and you know me. When a 
thing is told to me, I put it under lock and key, and the 
rack couldn't get me to tell it. I don't talk in my sleep, 
and I've carried this hatred of the practice of gossiping so 
far that I've often forgot things on purpose. I knew a man 
once who always, when he got a letter headed ' burn this, 
lit one corner of it to read by. He read the last line as the 
flame burnt his fingers. That's my habit. I don't repeat — 
I forget." 

The Earl nodded, well satisfied, and said : 

" I can trust you, Captain Wagner. T give you a mai'k ol 
this entire confidence now. I wish yoa to watch over and 
guard the person whom you know as Falconbridge, and to 
explain this request, I am about to give you a brief hi»- 
tory. Are we wholly a! one?" 
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The Captaiu rose and examined the dccrs and windom, 
then returned to his seat. 

" Completely, my lord; and now I listen. ' The peraon 1 
know as FaJconbridge ?' Hum 1" 

The Earl looked into the fire for some moments, with 
thooghtful gravity; then fixing his melancholy eyes apoa 
6h«> Borderer, commenced the narrative wiiieh ht had 
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T.nr. 

THE BALL IK TEE BIGHT SHOnLDEB 

JAPTAIN," said the Earl, with that look of deep 
sadness which made his countenance at times so 
touchiag, "my life has been more or less un- 
happy from its commencement, but I think I 
nave suffered, within the last month — ^nay, within a few 
days — as much as, or more, than in many years before. I 
have learned what is one of the most sorrowful things iu all 
this world — ^that much happiness has been wrongfully denied 
me by one of my feUow-creatures — that I have sighed where 
I might have smiled — that the heaven above me has been 
obscured and gloomy, when the simple act of a simple mor- 
tal might have dissipated every cloud, and made the sun 
shine brightly for me. 

"But to drop these generalities and come to my narra' 
tive. It will not be long, but shaU contain the truth and 
the whole truth. Men at my age do not make intimate 
confidences for the pleasure of talking — and yet I experi- 
ence something like pleasure, sir, in the thought that I am 
about to unburden my mind of some events and thought! 
which have long oppressed it. I do not conceal, neverthe- 
less, that I have my own personal object iu this matter ; I 
repeat what I said but now, that I wish you to watch over 
the person whom you know by the name of Falconbridge — 
with him is connected all that I shaJl say. 

" Listen, sir. I was bom at the end of the last century, 
•t my father's house of 'Denton,' in Torkshire, and grew up 
ia sight of the patrimonial oaks of my family — ^in the famil- 
kt, niittB amies of English life. My £atiber, ThoouM, Lard 
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Fairfax, the fifth of the name, was a cold, but not an unkind 
man; niy mother, Catheriae, daughter of Lord Culpeper, 
was a very saint on earth. Under the tuition of these be- 
loved parents, and a worthy old gentleman who lived at 
Denton, I grew to the age of seventeen; when I was sent to 
the Unirersity of Oxford. There, I passed through the 
ordinary routine of study, and neglect of study, and on 
leaving the University, obtained a commission in the royal 
regiment ol the 'Blues.' This, however, did not hold me 
long. I resigned my commission from distaste for the life of 
barracks, and plunged into the whirlpool of London. 
My rank gave me access to the finest society of the time, 
and at nineteen I had become, my friends informed me, one 
of the most perfect specimens of a maccaroni to be found in 
the club-houses and drawing-rooms of the capital. I en- 
joyed this dissipated mode of life for some months, mingling 
with delight in the political and Uterary circles which were 
ornamented by the presence of Bolingbroke, Addison, and 
other hghts of the day; and then, wearied out with play, 
with the theatres, with fine ladies, and simpering beaux, I 
retired to Denton, and became a country gentleman again. 

" And now commences the series of events which I desigfn 
relating. My life hitherto had been gay and splendid — ^no 
doud had crossed the bright sky of my youth ; in the bril- 
liant circles of London, as ia the jovial scenes of Oxford, I 
bad basked ia uninterrupted sunshine, and never given a 
cdngle thought to care; never indulged in one violent or 
discordant emotion. I was ere long to learn that human 
life cannot glide away in one unbroken current of limpid 
smoothness; that there are breakers and reefs on the most 
BmiUng coast, which the most experienced pilot cannot al- 
ways avoid. I was no such experienced person, I need not 
tell you. To great ignorance of the world, in spite of my 
years in London, I added an excitable and headstrong tempef 
when aroused: and this defect of my blood was not long in 
iBiiliiit HmU. Z had aerer qwsmUed witfi aaghoiif at 



FAXBFAX; OB, 

Oxford or in London: in botli places I had liyed among 
scenes which are often disturbed by evil passions; but I 
passed through intact. I had gone to the tiicatres, and 
supped with wits and gallants, played tric-trac, and wan- 
dered forth with the Mohocks at three in the morning, on 
their revels and absurdities, perpetrated at the expense ol 
She watchmen of the city; all this I passed through without 
once drawing ray sword, without a single affair; how was I 
to have an affair, in the apparently sluggish scene of York- 
shire. 

" There was a gentleman of the neighborhood about forty 
jears of age, whose name was Sir WiUiam Powys. He had 
once possessed a very fine estate, but owing to his want of 
management, and the extravagant mode of Uving which he 
pursued, this great property had gradually melted away. 
It was covered with mortgages, by means of which Sir Wil- 
liam had, from time to time, raised large sums of money to 
sustain him in his mode of living — and among the holders 
of these mortgages was my father. He was neither by habit 
nor incHnation a money-lender, and long resisted the request 
of Sir William, to advance him a large sum of money which 
had gradually been saved from the proceeds of the Denton 
Estate. At last, however, he yielded to the solicitations of 
the knight, and dehvered to him the sum, taking a mortgage 
on the bulk of the Powys Court manor. This had happened 
a year or two before my arrival — and just before I came, my 
father had foreclosed the mortgp-ge, and forced Sir William 
to alienate almost his whole property. I know not if this 
action of my father was harsh. From my knowledge of his 
character, as from the general tenor of his life, I am con- 
vinced that he proceeded to this apparently unkind act, in 
the purest defence of the interests of his family. My sister, 
nnce dead, was about to be married, and a settlement was 
absolutely required on the part of the Fairfax family. Sir 
William could not, or would not, repay the money boTrowod 
—and as I haire said, the mortgage was fozedosed Hi 
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parted with Lis property without any overt act of enmity ; 
bnt it was soon whispered throughout the shire, that tha 
knight denounced my father at his own table and elsewhere 
as a ueurer, a Shylock, a Jew money-lender, and in othei' 
terms equally insulting. 

"I need scarcely say, sir, that this intelligence set my 
blood on fire. My father was then a gray-haired man, full 
of years ; and I knew that he was physically unable to right 
himself, A long, well-spent life, it is true, gave the lie to 
these base insinuations and calumnies ; but in our family 
we are restive under insult, no matter whether it injures or 
not. I saw my father's face flush more than once, when 
these expressions were xmguardedly alluded to in his pres- 
ence — and I longed for an opportunity to revenge upon the 
calumniator the wrong which he had perpetrated toward 
Lord Fairfax. I was determined to seek him, and pick a 
quarrel upon some indifferent ground: and then — I said 
with clenched teeth — I will put an end to him, or he shall 
put an end to me.' An opportunity of carrying out my de- 
sign soon presented itself. In the vicinity of Denton, and 
not far from Powys Court, was the race-course of the county. 
Here, upon a certain day, were assembled all the gentlemen 
and ladies of the region around. I repaired to the race- 
course early, but not with any design of betting. 1 sought 
Sir William Powys, who would attend I heard — and I was 
soon gratified. I descried his tall form approaching upon 
horseback, in the midst of a number of his friends; and I 
even nt/W recall his athletic and powerful figure, which in 
bulk of muscle, pride of carriage, and its haughty air of su- 
periority, threw into the background every personage about 
bim. He dismounted and gave his bridle to a groom. 
Then, accompanied by his friends, he approached the open 
apace beneath the balcony, which was filled with ladies and 
gentlemen, intent on the coming festivity. The horses, in 
their sweat-cloths, were being led up and down; a hundred 
BommoQtfl were made by the orowd who inspected thciB, 
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and bets -were every /roment offered and taken hf ihe geB< 
tlemen on the varioi's racers whicli had been entered. 

" I approached the group, in the midst of which Sir Wil- 
Uam was st-an(5ing and expatiating upon the merits of tha 
horses. As I drew near I heard him say; 

" ' Three to one on the bay — in tens or hundreds.* 

" ' Done, Sir William,' responded the gentleman to Arh<»» 
he spoke, and who was an acquaintance of mine. His uama 
was Sir John Colburn. 

'"I congratulate you, Sir John,' I said, laughing; 'tha 
bay's a miserable hack, and will probably be distanced the 
first heat.' 

" I saw Sir WOHam Powys turn as if an adder had stung 
him. He was proud of his knowledge of horse-flesh; indeed, 
it was one of his weak points — and to have his judgment 
thus sneered at, and by a mere boy, such as I happened to 
be, enraged him profoimdly. His eye flashed, and he sur- 
veyed me from head to foot with a glance which was in- 
tended to annihilate me. It failed, however. I have a feo- 
ulty of my blood in a very marked degree — I grow cooler aa 
I become more exasperated. I hated Sir William at that 
moment, mortally — and I replied to his insulting look by & 
satirical smile. This heated him more dangerously — I saw 
his cheek turn crimson with anger. 

" ' And who are you, sir I' he said, in a tone o\ excessive 
rudeness, ' who are you, that presume to put your opinion 
against mine ?' 

" 'I thought you knew me, sir,' I said, with perfect cool- 
ness, ' as I remember meeting you some years since. But 
no matter. My name is not important — and I presume, in 
epite of your extreme dissatisfaction, to say that in my 
himible opinion the bay is the poorest and most ludicrous 
horse entered ; it is hard to look at him without laugh- 
ing in fact — and no one but a tyro would bet on him.' 

" ' What do you mean, sir !' said Sir William, turning whit« 
ffiih rage ai; my tone of disdainful indifference, and adTMl» 
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lug olofle to me as he spoke, ' your meaning, sir I — if it is ui 
insnlt yon intend nttering, this horse-whip shall teach 
you— I' 

" In an instant we had grappled. I had designed nothing 
of the sort; but the sight of the degrading instrument 
raised above my head, aroused the devU in me, and mads 
me wUd. I caught at it, fully intending to wrench it away, 
and apply it to his own person — and in a moment we were 
locked in a furious embrace. We were parted immediately 
by the bystanders, who rushed to us with loud exclamations 
— and a glance at the balcony above showed me that a young 
lady had fainted, and was being borne out. 

" ' "Who — is — this person ?' panted Sir William, with power- 
less fury ; 'had my right arm been unmaimed I would have 
punished Ids insolence!' And he glared at me wildly, and 
would have tried to strike me again, had not his friends re- 
strained him and told him my name. 

"•Tom Fairfax! Tom Fairfax!' he muttered, with 
clenched teeth ; ' very well I this may be arranged elsewhere I 
Ahl a Fairfax, is it?' 

" ' Yes, sir,' I replied scornfully, ' my name is Fairfax, al- 
most or quite as good a name as your own, and you shall 
not have to wait very long for the " arrangement " you de- 
sire I' 

" With these words we exchanged ceremonious bows, and 
separated — Sir John Colbum accompanying me. In three 
hours aU was ' arranged ' as I had promised. We were to 
meet with pistols, at a spot near the race-course, which had 
been agreed on. The objection to the use of short-swords 
lay in the condition of Sir William's right arm — he had been 
kicked a short tuae before by one of his horses, and some- 
what disabled. He insisted very generously and fearlessly 
apon swords, but his second overruled him, and pistols wera 
decided upon. 

" Well, not to lengthen my narrative unduly — we met : at 
Qw first fire my ball penetirated his right shoulder, and m 
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great was the agonj which it cansed him, that he fell, aac 
fainted from loss of blood. TTia ball did not touch me 
The duel ended thus, and Sir "WUHam was borne home ia 
his carriage. It was his daughter who had fainted in the 
balcony. 

" So terminated," continued the Earl, "an affair whidt 
was recalled to my recollection in a very strange manner 
some time since — ^in the Ordinary yonder. But to resume. 
I returned home only half pleased with the issue. Such ia 
the depravity of the human heart, and to such a height had 
I been aroused by the wrong done my father, that — ^I am 
sorry to say it, but I must be candid — ^I thirsted for my en- 
emy's blood. For the present, however, this desire was 
doomed to disappointment. I reflected — ^but on the very 
next day a new means presented itseU. Sir WiUiam's fam- 
ily consisted of a son and a daughter — Edith and Arthur, 
who were twins : — ^weU, Arthur, on the morning after my 
duel with his father, sent me a challenge, which I accepted 
at once. He was a few months younger than myself, but 
was reputed to be an excellent swordsman. I referred his 
friend to Sir John Colbum, and everything was soon agreed 
apon — but the matter was all at once arrested. My father 
had remonstrated with me strongly for my affair with Sir 
William, and begged me to avoid in future any occasion of 
renewing the quarrel. If I insisted upon fighting he would 
meet Sir William himself. He soon found out my design of 
meeting Arthur Powys, and rode hastily to Powys Court 
There had never been any open quarrel between the two — 
and their meeting, I afterwards heard, was amicable. The 
consequence of the visit was, that the elders forbade the 
juniors, on pain of their displeasure and forfeit of affection, 
to proceed in the matter. In the end, both Arthur and my- 
self were summoned to the side of the sick man — and Sir 
William very nobly apologized for his insult to me on the 
nce-course. 
"'Had Ilmown yoo, air,' he aaid, 'I ghonld tumt luiTi 
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DeeE guilty of the act of raising a horse- whip to strike you 
—that, I need not say. I saw no indication of your rank 
or family — and now beg to say to you, that I deeply regret 
the whole occurrence, as I regret some very inconsiderat« 
and ill-advised expressions which I doubt not, reaUy led 
you to provoke me into a quarrel There must be no more 
contention. Viscount, and if you refuse me this request, 1 
shall rise from my sick couch and meet yori when you wiil 
— ^if you require me, this moment.' 

" This speech ended aJL The apology for the hasty reflec- 
tions upon my father calmed me somewhat, and the matter 
terminated by the withdrawal of Arthur's challenge. 

" Ten days afterwards I was out fox-hunting with a num- 
ber of gentlemen, among whom was AjiJiur Powys. We 
were separated from the rest, and rode side by side at a 
great pace. We came to a bad fence — Arthur'a horse rolled 
into a ditch, and he fell beneath. I drew up quickly, and 
dismounted. His leg was cruelly fractured, and taking Viim 
in my arms like a child, I held him on the saddle, and 
slowly conveyed him to Powys Court. As I entered the last 
gateway, the insensible figure resting upon my bosom, the 
pale face near my own, I saw a young lady rush out, wild 
with terror, and hasten toward me, weeping. It was Edith 
Powys, who received from my arms the unconscioufi form 
at her brother. 

" Our hands touched: it was the first tim*. 
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CHAPTEE Lin. 

THE ORIGINALS OF THE POBTBATT. 

|ITH this incident," the Earl gra-ffc.y c.mtinaad, 
" commenced my new life. From that moment, 
when she came crying to take the young man 
upon her bosom, I loved Edith Powys with all 
the ardor of youth and romance. I do not scoff at it, or 
laugh, as some persons I think do; love to me, sir, has been 
a blessed reality, and solace — the supreme comfort and 
charm of my existence. I have known many sneer at wo- 
men, and at the passion of pure love — for myself I regard it 
with a sacred wonder, and kneel almost humbly before a 
true-hearted girl, be she the peasant maid or queen on her 
throne. Oh no, sir ! women are capricious — they are fanci- 
ful — they have many great weaknesses — ^but at the bottom 
of all the foUy which appears in many of them, there ia 
purest gold ! 

" Well I loved Edith Powys — she is with me still, though 
long years have fled over me, and dulled my heart, since 
the day when I buried her beneath the spring violets at 
Denton. It was the decree of an All-merciful being that 
Bhe should love me too — in spite of aU her prepossessions 
against me. She often told me afterwards that her senti- 
ment toward me, on the day when I grappled with her 
father in front of the balcony on the race-course, was pure 
hatred — and that she had registered a vow never to have 
any other for me. But the sight of her brother bleeding 
in my arms — pressed to my heart — this touched her and 
paved the way for the entrance of less bitter feeUogs; anJ 
ttiflD love oame to answer the love I felt for hex- 



THE MASTER OF GEEENWAT COTJBT. 287 

"PoTvys Conxt was no longer closed against me now. 
Thanks to the incident which I have related, entrance waa 
freely accorded me. 1 had really conceived a strong friend- 
dhip for Arthtir — ^first from the fact that we never afterward 
look indifferently upon a person whom we have been kind 
to — whose weak form we have carried in otir arms — and 
Recondly, from another and equally natural circumstance. 
The brother and sister were not only twins — they were th« 
most extraordinary copies of each other. Both had delicate 
features — ^the same clear, frank eyes — the same Hps fuU of 
laughing pride — the same soft brown hair. Had Edith as- 
sumed the costume of her brother, you would have said» 
that a miniature Arthur Powys stood before you. Had the 
brother donned a female dress, Edith, larger it is true, and 
more masculine, but still Edith, would have looked at you 
with the smile of her brother. 

" I have a portrait of the young man, painted some years 
after these events — 'tis up stairs over the fireplace of one of 
the bed-chambers. I scarce dare to look at it when melan- 
choly oppresses me — for the resemblance to Edith Powys 
sends a thrill of bitter anguish through my heart, and I re- 
call all the past, as I gaze ! To continue: I say that this 
singular resemblance between the young man and the young 
lady, insensibly drew me to his side. In his company I waa 
almost enjoying the society of his sister. I availed myself 
of the incident which had bound us together, and went 
regularly to ask after his health. He soon improved. The 
fracture was painful, but yielded to the treatment of the 
physicians, and he was soon limping about the house again 
— leaning on my shoulder or his sister's, and smiKng as be- 
fore. He was a noble youth — one of the truest hearts I've 
ever known. He soon came to look upon me with affection 
and confidence, and the feud between the houses of Fairfax 
and Powys seemed destined to terminate with the elders. 

"But I had calculated without my host. Sir William 
Powya waa one of those men who never forgive. He might 
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waive his enmity, for the occasion, and even uttei words of 
courtesy and good humor — ^but beneath all this was the im- 
placable memory — ^the rooted and ineradicable recollection 
of his real or fancied wrong. It thus happened that the 
keen-eyed knight watched the growing intimacy between 
myself and his daughter with iU-disguised disapprobation 
and opposition. He was too weU. bred to refuse her hand 
before I nad asked it; and evidently writhed with se(H:ei 
anger at the past. As my object iu -visiting Powys Court 
became plainer and plainer, and the artless affection of the 
young lady was less disguised, the "Knight's dissatisfaction 
grew more intense. I saw it, and ground my teeth as I 
thought of it, often — ^but that was all In the depths of my 
heart I think I really respected him more for it — for his loy« 
alty to the famUy feud and the dislike he exhibited and 
plainly experienced, to a match between his daughter and a 
person, his social superior. He was 03ily a baronet, and his 
possessions were reduced to nothing nearly — ^but he never- 
theless opposed bitterly the union of his child with one who 
would soon be Earl of Fairfax and Baron of Cameron, with 
ample means of keeping up both titles. Indeed there was 
nothing small or mean about Sir William Powys. If he 
ever committed an action which seemed to indicate those 
qualities, you had only to search deeper, and a more noble 
passion would reveal itself. The craving for vengeance 
might induce him to act basely — ^but mere paltry love of 
gain never could. 

' Thus, to return, I was obliged stiU to respect the knight, 
in spite of my bitter feelings at his manifest opposition. I 
tried to softea him — ^it was all in vain. Edith and Arthur 
became my advocates, and would soimd my praises. The 
baronet only sneered, and asked if both of them were in 
love with me. Thus things went on until I could no longer 
control myself. I went to Sir William one day — confessed 
my affection for his daughter — and requested bis permianoa 
ko pay my addresses. 
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*• ' My permission, sir !' he said, with a bitter laugh, 'whj 
braly you are a very entertainiag person.' 

" ' Sir WiUiam !' I exclaimed. 

" 'Oh! don't let lis argue,' he replied, 'I'm not such a 
dunce, sir, as not to see beyond my nose. I have observed 
what has taken place in my house for some months past, and 
I therefore say that your addresses have been paid without 
ceremony, and without my leave, sir ! You wiU judge your- 
•elf if the act -was not dishonorable 1' 

" His face began to flush — and my own as darkly. 

"'Sir Wmiam,' I said, 'you have wronged and insulted 
me 1 It is not becoming to do so, when I hold the position 
toward you which I do. And permit me to say, sir, that 2 
have done nothing unworthy of the name I bear — of th« 
name of Fairfax, which is as old and as honorable as that 
of Powys ! 

" His reply was a burst of rage. The comparison of the 
two names seemed to arouse aU his old enmity. He gnashed 
his teeth, and seemed about to offer me some outrage. 

" I had dared to come into his house, he said, and wile away 
the heart of his daughter — and his son. Under the mask oi 
friendship I had beguiled her affections, and now came im- 
pudently to ask permission to pay my addresses. No! I 
should not have his consent 1 I should never marry his 
daughter ! No person who bore the detested name of Pair- 
fax should wed with one of the family of Powys ! He had 
intended to express to his daughter plainly, his feelings on 
the subject long before — but pride restrained him. He had 
hoped that her sense of what was due to himself, as well as 
the blood which ran in her veins, would preserve her from 
yielding to this miserable infatuation 1 But he. would no 
longer preserve silence 1 He would speak his mind plainly I 
Then, if she chose, she might marry me and welcome I She 
would at least have his curse for a dower I 

"The baronet uttered all this and much more with a 
f eiy wrath and indignation^which seem»d to increase as he 

13 
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proceeded. When his speech ended, he was furious, a& * 
red with anger. I was pale. 

" ' Sir William Powys,' I said, with a sinking heart, but a 
collected voice, 'you have done what gentlemen seldom do 
— insulted a visitor in. your own house ! But I have no in- 
sult to hurl back in return. Tou know well that I cannot 
answer you — ^you know why. I scorn to reply to your 
cliarges of dishonor — ^they fall harmless, for they are unjust 
and unfounded, as you know. I shall now go, sir — this in- 
terview ends all, as you desire. I will intrude myself upon 
no family which scorns me — you need fear nothing, sir — ^it 
will not be necessary to curse your daughter.' 

"And I bowed and went away. On the portico I met 
Edith. She was as pale as death. She had heard all 
through the open window. With a quivering Mp she held 
out her hand. I pressed it to my lips with a groan, and 
rode away, at a gallop, with a choking sensation in my 
throat. I had acted as a gentleman of the house of Pair- 
fax should act — ^but my heart was almost broken in the 
struggle. 

" I will hasten on in my narrative. When eld evonts r» 
torn they beguile me into unendiug details." 
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LV. 

'WHAT THE PACKAGE TORN BY THE BBAA OONTAmS. 

FEW months aflerwardj Edith Powys had be- 
come my wife : — ^my father and mother wen 
both dead : — I was the head of the hoose, 
tSiough I had not reached my majority." 
The Earl paused as he uttered these words, and a deep 
sigh issued from the depths of his heart. These memories 
e-vidently agitated him profoundly — ^but controlling hia 
emotion, he contiaued his narrative. 

" I shall not pause to speak of the grief I experienced at 
the loss of my parents — upon that subject T do not like to 
say anything. I shall confine my attention to the events 
which I wish to relate. The explanation of my marriage 
will not be either difficult or lenafthy. From the day on 
which I held the angry interview with Sir William Powys, 
the relations between himself, and his son and daughter, 
had greatly changed. A mutual coldness sprung up. The 
father regarded the daughter as a rebel agaiast his author- 
ity — an unworthy scion of the house of Powys. The daugh- 
ter — with what justice you must decide — considered her 
father harsh and unjust. The insults which he had heaped 
upon an unoffending gentleman, aroused her nice sense of 
fairness and justice, and his coldness toward herself revolted 
her pride and self-respect; in a word, the family at Powys 
Court were divided, and marshalled on opposite sides, 
Arthur sided with his sister. He was never, in the remot(«1i 
degree, discourteous to his father; but a thousand triftbig 
incidents indicated his ODinion of the amount of blame at- 
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teching to each. Under this household discord, the baronet 
writhed vainly. There was nothing to find fault with, no 
disre^eot ever was shown him, much less any disobedience 
his orders and requests were aJl sedulously complied with, 
and no word of complaint was uttered. But the skeleton 
waa there. In the eyes of the young man and his sister, 
the knight read as plainly as in a printed book, changed 
feeling, coolness, the revolt against injustice. The baronet 
endured it in wrathful silence — ^but he endured it. It broke 
the health of his daughter. She could not preserve hei 
feeling toward her father without bleeding inwardly — ^her 
cheek became paler and paler — she grew iU. Then she did 
not rise from her couch, and the tragedy approached ita 
catastrophe. The baronet went to see her one morning, 
and she threw her arms around his aeck, and burst iato 
tears. She could not go on feeling Sjew toward him, she 
said: it would MU her; she loved hb-« aiore than her Ufe; 
he was her own dear father, and she had been sinful. — Then 
her voice was choked with sobs. All the tenderness so 
long pent up in the heart of the baronet responded. He 
took the girl to his heart, gazed with apprehension upon 
her white worn cheeks, and groaned aloud. An hour after- 
ward he had passed through the great struggle between hia 
affection and his pride. He came to Denton and begged 
me to pardon his harsh words. Would I ride back to 
Powys Court with him? He set his teeth close as he 
spoke, and breathed heavily. 

"I need scarcely say that I acceded to the invitation. 
The weeks which had elapsed, had nearly killed me — my 
health and strength were gone — ^I was the mere shadow of 
myself. The loss of Edith had nearly broken my heart, and 
I moped like an octogenarian. Thus I had no pride to op- 
pose to the baronet. I think my face flushed with delight. 
Hifi horse scarcely kept up with my own as we rode toward 
Powys Court. 

"I did not eee Edith, of oourae, but I saw Aithar Gb 
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dined with as; and I could read in his frajik face the happi- 
ness he felt at the event of the morning. The baronet was 
sedulously courteous and attentive to me during dinner, an^ 
■we sat long at the table, drinking wine and talking on a 
variety of topics. We both understood that the whole scene 
was a piece of acting — ^but when two men desire mutually to 
carry on a drama, there is no failure in the dialogue or the 
gesture. I knew that the obdurate father had relented; that 
he intended Arthur to relate everything to Edith; and ho 
doubtless knew that I rated his sudden courtesy at its just 
value, and comprehended its design. When I left the house, 
I had promised to retiim in a few days. When I again 
entered the old haU, I was told that Edith awaited me in 
the drawing-room. Arthur handed me a paper as he said 
this, smiling; and I read the words : 

" 'I consent that Viscount Fairfax siiaU proceed in the matter upon 
wl'ich we had, some months since, a diseussion, if it stiU be the desire 
ol that gentleman. W rr.T.Ta-M- Powia. ' 

"I blushed with delight, and placing the paper in my 
bosom, hastened forward toward Edith, who came to meet 
me with a faint color in her cheeks. Let me not speak 
further of this scene, except to say that when I left Powys 
Court, late in the evening, the young lady was affianced to 
me. Six months afterward we were married. 

" I now speak of a portion of my hfe, which stands out 
clear and distinct from the rest, as one of the great 
moimtain headlands here, lit by the sunset, raises its 
head above the gloomy valleys. For a time I was happy — 
whoUy, perfectly. The days glided away like hours, and 
they were days of unalloyed sunshine : for I loved my wife 
with a depth of tenderness which ia indescribable. She 
bloomed in the great old haU at Denton, Hke a flower of the 
spring; blessing me with her sweet snule, and tender eyes, 
and adding a new lustre to my life. 'Hiose months are now 
mj most dieiiahed recollection; I go away from the lonely 
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present, and live again in the p'^st. I feel Ler h^art beaf 
against my own, and — ^I wake from the dream to stretch 
out my widowed arms and utter a groan — ^for she is paat 
the stars 1 

" My narrative is neaily ended. 1 proceed now to relate 
events which have been a mystery to me for more than a 
quarter of a century — ^which I came to comprehend but th*) 
other day — on the mountain there, when I retired with the 
personage who passes under the name of Powell, but who ia 
no other than the Sir WiUiam Powys, of whom I am speaking. 
You start, but do not interrupt me. To continue : Left alone 
almost, at hia old country house, the baronet became silent 
and gloomy. His daughter had been more to him than aU 
else in the world, and by removing her from his side, I had 
added another to the long list of wrongs which he had 
scored up in his brooding memory «igftinst the name of 
Fairfax. Arthur was good company, and had been the 
piide of his father; bat ta« young man's espousal of his 
sister's cause, had created t, coolness toward him on the part 
of the baronet; and the old famiUar relations between them 
were thus interrupted. Another cause of complaint agaiast 
the young man was the frequency of his visits to Denton, 
whither the baronet himself very seldom went; and thus 
the days of the master of Powys Court were lonely and un- 
happy. Upon my head, as I now know, all the pent up 
storm was secretly discharged. He had been forced by cir- 
cumstances to sanction my union with Edith, but his 
srepngnance to myself remained undiminished; and this feel- 
ing ripened rapidly into a sentiment of actual hatred — 
smouldering silently, and only awaiting an opportunity of 
striking its object. This opportunity soon came. The 
Countess of Fairfax returned, after the English custom, to 
♦ifi mansion of her parents, to pass through that ordeal of 
differing, which Grod has imposed upon women as the pen- 
alty of their entrance into the sacred world of maternity. 
X^, Edith's mother was not iiying, but at Powys Oonrti 
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she might fancy the presence of the dear form at her bed- 
Bide; and to Powys Court she accordingly went. 

" A month afterward, an heir of my name was bom , but 
died in twelve hours. My wife was already dead — she 
had surrendered her existence in giving life to another 
human being. She died with her hand in my own, smiling 
sweetly as she always smiled when she looked at me; ac 
ehe wiU. smile, I trust, when we are reunited in heaven, 
where sorrow and tears come no more." 

The Earl pressed his hand to his forehead, and his wearj 
eyes moistened as he thus recalled the scenes of the past, 
His brows contracted with a weary shadow, and a groan 
which issued from the bottom of his heart, revealed the extent 
of his suffering. He remained thus silent, and overcome by 
emotion for some moments, then his eyes suddenly became 
dry again, and a flash darted from them. A cold and men- 
acing expression came to the quivering hp, and he con- 
tinued : 

"I said that my son died twelve hours after his birth. 
In so declaring, I gave the statement of his nurse and Sir 
William Powys — a falsehood Yes, a horrible, base false- 
hood, unworthy of a menial, much more of a gentleman! 
The truth will serve to display the awful depths of depravity, 
to which a man who profoundly hates another wiU descend, 
under the influence of a thirst for vengeance. It was not 
my son who died; it was the child of one of the maids, 
bom almost at the same moment, and substituted, in its 
death-throes, in place of my own. The unhappy man con- 
fessed aU to me on the Fort Mountain in our interview — 
confessed with shame and repentance, and shuddering 
humiliation, the means which he had made use of to rob 
me of this solace of my widowed heart. By a large bribe he 
induced a woman of the household to make the change; the 
ehild of the servant thus died in the chamber where mj 
dead wife was lying; mine was placed in the arms of the 
Berraut as her own. 
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"Thus, under the stimulus of a. nurribie senticient ol 
hatred, and thirst for vengeance, did Sir William Powy« 
commit an action which has made him, he declares, supremely 
miserable for more than a score of years. His object was a 
double one. He aimed at depriving me of an inexpressible 
consolation, and at securing to himself the child of hia 
daughter. It was almost with burning jealousy, he declares, 
that he thought of me, in possession of this memorial of hia 
chUd, whom he loved so tenderly, and relinquished to me 
only to make her happy. His scheme, he declares, was to 
rear the boy carefully, to make him heir to his entire pos- 
sessions; and before I died to reveal the whole matter, and 
further secure for him the earldom and wealth of the house 
of Fairfax. Such was his design — a portion of it woefully 
succeeded. But to return. 

" I followed the dead bodies of my wife, and my supposed 
child, to the Denton churchyard, and saw them placed in 
the earth. Then I mounted my horse and returned to my 
desolate home, broken-hearted and longing for death to put 
an end to my misery. I was destined to be struck again 
heavily. A servant handed me a package as I dismounted; 
I opened and read it with a quivering lip; then I fell into 
a seat, almost prostrated. My guardians had cut off the 
entail of Denton, in order to preserve the great Leeds Cas- 
tle Manor, derived from my mother, the daughter, as I have 
said, of Lord Culpeper: the house of my forefathers was no 
longer my own; I was tenant at Denton by sufferance. I 
despair of conveying to you any adequate idea of the weight 
of the blow which thus struck me. It is true the project 
had long been under consideration, in spite of my remon- 
strances and protests; but I was now so near my legal ma- 
jority, that I had abandoned all fears upon the subject. I 
was tottering when the stroke came; it almost prostrated 
me. Denton was lost to me ! It was no longer my own I 
The house which I was born in, which recalled to me every 
hftppy moment of my youth, which my wife had lived in, 
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«nd made sacred in my eyes — ^Denton was the property o« 
strangers. To my overpowering pain, succeeded a mad, 
speechless rage; and I stormed like a child at the men who 
had done this. I went to them and told them I wonld 
never forgive them; but it was a pitiful conclusion after all. 
I was powerless— finally I yielded, and grew calm. I sur- 
rendered the house and went to London. I lay there for 
months tossing with fever — then I rose, an old man at 
twenty-one. 
" Such were the events of my early years in England." 
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LVL 

OONOLtrSION OF THE EAKIi's 5ABBATirX. 

|HE rest of my narrative," contmued the Eail, 
"may be related briefly. But, first I shall tell 
you what you have no doubt understood ere thia^ 
that the yoimg man who passes here under the 
name of Falconbridge is my son. Let me go on. 

"After his terrible, and successful plot. Sir William 
Powys proceeded quietly to adopt and rear the child, of 
whom he had deprived me. But events soon occurred 
which overthrew all his calculations. A creditor who had a 
claim upon every foot of land which the baronet possessed, 
forced the payment of the debt, and thus Powys Court 
passed from its owner's hands, as Denton had escaped from 
mine. The baronet was thrown upon the world, and had it 
not been for his son, Arthur, would have had nowhere to 
lay his head. The young man had married some time 
before, and now received his father and the child under his 
roof. 

"But Sir William was haunted eternally by a single 
thought. He dreaded the discovery by himself of the 
infant's identity, and the thought of being compelled by law 
to part with him, aroused all the old hatred and jealousy in 
his heart The boy already began to display unmistakable 
indications of his origin. He was the image of his mother, 
and no one who had ever seen Edith failed to note, a:ad 
refer to this resemblance. People began to inquire why the 
haughty and aristocratic Sir William Powys had adopted and 
received as his own child, the son of a servant in his hoiu«* 
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hold. The gossips of the neighborhood duly seized apoD 
the matter, and began to shake their heads, and ask if that 
poor young Lord Fairfax had really lost his child. It was a 
vagae and undefined idea in all minds ; but the question 
was not permitted to rssi 

"This state of things became at last so troublesome, that 
Sir William cast about him for some means of quieting tht 
gossips, and at the same time securing the infant from ever 
falling into my hands. The means all at once presented 
themselves. A Mr. Falconbridge of the region was about 
emigrating to the Virginia Colony — and his wife, who waa 
ehildless, had taken a great fancy to the boy. Sir WiUiam 
was not long in making up his mind. He sounded the 
parties, and discovered that they would willingly adopt the 
child as their own, and take charge of his future. The bar- 
gain was soon agreed upon, and when Mr. Falconbridge 
sailed for Virginia, he took my son with him, as his own 
chUd, and bearing his name. 

"Thus had crime reached its punishment. This man 
who had inflicted upon me such a cruel vengeance, was as 
cruelly wounded himself. He loved the boy dearly, and 
was compelled to part with him. He continued in England, 
dependent upon the boimty of his son — ^but after some 
years even this was denied him. Arthur died, and his wife 
followed him. The family had subsisted upon the salary 
of a county office which the young man held : and thus Sir 
"William found himself without means of support, with a 
further cause of disqmet and apprehension. Arthur had 
left a little daughter. Tou know her, under the name of 
Cannie PowelL This daughter the poor man came to love 
with a doting affection ; and to rear her in a manner 
suitable to her origin and rank now became the most cher- 
ished desire of her grandfather. Without means of doing 
80 in the Old World, Sir WiUiam came to the New. He 
crossed the ocean, and settled upon a small tract of land on 
Um thonB of the Chesapesike ; and thence oame here to Um 
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monntains, for the health of his granddaughier. Soon afte* 
hiu arrival, he discovered a mine of silver ajid g »ld, and in 
working this mine, impelled by the desire of amassing 
tnonej for his child, he secnred that reputation for mtoh- 
ccaft, ■^hich ended in his arrest and trial. He had frequent 
ly seen his grandson, young Falconbridge, in the Lowland, 
but shame had prevented Viim from revealing their connec- 
tion, and even from making his acquaintance, as a stranger. 
Assured of the fact that the elder Falconbridge loved the 
young man, and regarded him as his son, he yielded to the 
hard fate which kept them asunder, and dedicated his life 
to little Cannie. When I came to Grreenway, a year or two 
gince. Sir WiLLiam was residing in the mountain. Why I 
emigrated to America, you doubtless know. Stripped of 
Denton, and longing for new scenes, I came hither, and 
took possession of my property, like Leeds Castle, derived 
from Lord Culpeper through my mother. I never met Sir 
William, though I often hunted in the Fort Mountain — and 
a strange Providence threw us, for the first time, face to 
face, in the attitude of criminal and judge. By the side of 
the old man I saw my son, and my son's cousin ; his grand- 
children, both ; and all strikingly alike. The strange 
resemblance which Falconbridge, as I shall call him still, 
bore to Arthur and Edith, impressed me powerfully on our 
first meeting, and one night, when he slept here, I stole at 
midnight to his chamber, led thither by an impulse which I 
could not resist. 

"You know aU, now. Captain Wagner. I have related my 
whole life. You are acquainted with the events which have 
occurred since the young man's visit fo this region ; I 
scarce dare to refer to them. An inscrutable Providenoa 
decreed that father and son should be rivals, in a mad infat- 
uation for a woman ; that they should oppose each other 
sword in hand ; that they should shed each other's blood, 
though Qod be thanked, not to the death 1 The man whois 
Mt placed OS in ihie jsnatural attitude, revealed all befon 
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R was two late. In onr interview on the moimtain, he con« 
fossed his crime, and prayed me in a trembling voice to 
forgive him. He had deUvered, some time before, a package 
to the youth for me, containing the whole explanation, which 
was strangely lost. But at least it came in time. No 
power can now arm us again. I shall never look more upon 
the woman whom my boy loves ; I will warn him against 
her, for I feel that she is false and dangerous. 

" That is all. Captain," said the Earl, raising his head, and 
sighing deeply, but no longer with the old painful expression. 
"I have related a strange history — ^"tis such, is it not? — and 
you have listened as friend listens to friend. The narrative 
has been a singular relief to me ; I feel light-hearted 
almost. I end by a serious and earnest petition. I impose 
upon you a duty which I know you will gladly perform. 
In the scenes of danger which my boy is about to enter, 
watch over his life, and bring him back safe to me. On the 
day of his return I wiU teU him that his name is not Falcon- 
bridge ; that his blood is Tny blood ; that I thank the 
Supreme Lord of this world, and all worlds, that Edmund 
Lord Fairfax, liie seventh of the name, and Baron of Cam- 
eron in the kingdom of Scotland, for such will be my boy, — 
is better than a mere noble, better than the greatest lord — 
a noble and true hearted gentleman I" 

The face of the glad father glowed as he spoke, and hia 
form rose erect, with a pride and happiness which is inde^ 
Bcribable. 

"Yes, Captain!" said the Earl, with flushed cheeks, and 
brilliant eyes, " yes, Falconbridge is a gentleman every inch 
of him ! a nobleman by God's patent, as by the king's I In 
his presence, as I gazed at him, and listened to his voice, I 
have said, " This is a chevalier of old days i" In his per- 
Buasive tones, in his clear, .frank eyes, in his lips, in hin 
whole bearing, in his rage, as when he smiled, I have seen 
the great soul of the boy, the pure gold of his nature I I 
have thrilled with a nameless delight^ when he spoke ; I 
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have gazed ■with longing into his deep, true eyes bare 
said, ' What pride must this youth's father feel i' and yon 
may understand now the emotion which I experience when 
I can add, ' This is my son.' " 

The Earl was silent, and Captain Wagner did not imiae> 
diately reply. Leaning his head upon his huge hand, ha 
reflected with absorbing interest upon the remarkable 
history which he had just heard. He remained thus absent 
and buried in thought, for a long time after the Earl 
ceased speaking. Then he raised his head, and uttered th« 
characteristic words : 

" Tes, a trump, or the devil take it 1" 

The Earl smiled at the sonorous voice of the worthy 
soldier, and said : 

" Tou mean my son ?" 

" Yes, my lord. And I beg you to observe one fact — 
that when I say a man's a trump, I mean the trump of 
hearts, that being the finest card, to my thinking, in the pack. 
I have always regarded your lordship as a man of discrim- 
ination ; I think so now more than ever, or I'm a dandy 
Yes, this Paloonbridge is truly a gentleman, and that's 
better, as you say, than being a nobleman. I am not 
myself a gentleman — don't be waving your hand, my dear 
friend — 1 would have been, with training, if that satisfies you. 
I think in fact that a real marquis was spoiled when Cap- 
tain Julius Wagner took to the border. Nevertheless, in 
spite of this unfortunate state of things, I am acquainted 
with the article, and recognize it. I say Paloonbridge is 
made of real gold ! Let me hear anybody deny it ! Ill 
slice 'em I Zounds 1 my lord! I loved him at first sight I 
I couldn't keep my eyes off that proud-looking face of his — 
and when he dangled after that woman, I nearly cried I 
From the first, this young feUow bossed Wagner, or I'm a 
dandy 1 I am fond of your lordship, but I honestly declare 
%at yonder on the Fort Mountain, I hoped he'd make a 
Bole in your coat — that is to say — ^hum 1 rather than ba 
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fiiilled himself! Friendly, that, eh, my lord? Bat it's 
krae. It will show you how that boy has wrapped himself 
around my old heart : I growl like a miserable Did bear, 
when he groans — ^he's as much my son as your lordship's I" 
The Captain accompanied the words by a blow upon the 
table with his fist. 

" There, there," he said more calmly, " I've made a fool ol 
myself — ^if I haven't done a disgraceful piece of courting. 
The fact is, my lord, I wan't a manor on the Opequon, and 
it ocoxrrred to me that this was the way to get around you, 
I have no sort of liMng for this lofty headed youngster, but 
I praise him, you see, to arrive at my own ends. Is the 
Eedbud Manor' still unoccupied, my lord?" 
And the Captain gazed with a look of earnest inquiry into 
the countenance of Lord Fairfax. 

The Earl smiled. It was a happy smile — no longer grim 
and melancholy, as on former occasions. 

" Tou are a bungling courtier, Captaiu Wagner," he said, 
" and I predict will never become a very distinguished di- 
plomatist. But I'll malce a contract with you. Bring my 
boy back safely, and I'll make you a deed to twice as many 
acres as the ' Kedbud ' tract. Is it a bargain ?" 

" No, my lord," returned the Captain, " it is nothing of 
the sort. The fact is, the ' Redbud ' land is miserably bar- 
ren — ^not half equal to my wife's property which joins it. 
No, your lordship, and at present Captain "Wagner is talking 
seriously — ^by the book — ^I'U receive no pay, for looking after 
the youngster, any more than I would for guarding Julius. 
Lord Wagner, the second of the name and Baron of Win- 
chester in the Kingdom of Virginia I 111 be by him, and 
keep the balls off bim — ^if I don't I'm a dandy ! And so 
that's aU. Let me now go and carry out my other promise 
— that of bringing Lord Fairfax, the younger, to Greenway, 
The sun is getting low, and it is time to be on the road. 
"Zaxa lordship vrishes him to come sleep here ?" 
-Yai, Ci^y^un. You wiU pai^don the weakness of a faihei 
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whose son is going on a perilous expedition to-morrow I 
would see him once more." 

"Eight, right! I've had boys jnyself, and I know wha* 
that means ; you want to have the youngster here dose to 
you." 

The Earl smiled and inclined. 

" It is one of my chief happinesses in this lonely region to 
have by my side a friend like yourself, Captain, who under- 
stands me. Go then — ^"tis another obligation stiU." 

" Stop that talking, my lord. Julius Wagner's a good 
fellow, but no such great things after all. I'll go bring 
him — ^whether he wants to come or not — or I'm a dandy I" 

With which words, the Borderer issued forth, and mount- 
ing Ihjunhater, hastened to the Ordinary. Two hours af- 
terwards, Falconbridge, as we shall continue to call him, 
was seated in the great apaTt/r>>iit at Greenway, convareiztg 
with George, the Tilwl wi '>/• Captain. 
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Lvn. 

TEE COITETAOSATIOK. 

jE might panse here to note the strange and mc r- 
ing attitudes which some of the personages ol 
our narrative sustained toward each other. We 
might exhibit the good Earl in the presence oi 
his son, listening with smiles as the young man talks:— or 
returiiing to the day when Falconbridge visited the Port 
Mountain, we might dwell on the secret attraction which he 
felt toward his little cousia, and the sympathetic affection of 
child in return. 

We might dedicate some pages to this series of reflections, 
but it is not necessary. It is well that such is the fact. 
Our narrative is not ended. It must depict more than one 
additional scene of passion before it concludes. The hours 
are even now descending upon the actors ia the vaUey and 
the moimtain, at the Ordinary, and Greenway. 

For a long time the occupants of the old border mansion 
continued to converse upon a variety of topics. Falcon- 
bridge was gloomy and the victim evidently of an iacurable 
sadness — ^but he no longer cherished any ill-vsall toward the 
EarL It is true, he still wondered at the scene in the Fort, 
and vainly racked his brain to account for the action of 
Lord Fairfax: but a more absorbing thought filled his agi- 
tated mind; the terrible secret which had been revealed to 
him by Mr. ArgaL 

He looked older. His countenance, which before had 
been the model of youthful beauty, began to shriTik away, and 
present the traits of age. His cheeks were hollow, his ejea 
dim — bia lips were Med with inexpressible sorrow ; or won 
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K smile of snob sadness that the Earl was moved almost te 
tears as he gazed. 

As the hours drew on, however, something of this gloom 
disappeared. Captain Wagner directed the conversation 
toward the events of the morrow — ^the march on the Indians 
— ^the fated straggle. Then Falconbridge aroused himselt 
His eyes glowed, his cheek flushed — ^when the soldier drew 
a picture of the murdered t^omen and children, the face ol 
the young man became menacing and dark — the war fever 
began to replace the sombre brooding. 

George never moved his eyes for a moment from Falcon- 
Lxidge. The youth seemed to be dravm to him by an irresist- 
ible attraction. The manly eyes of the boy uttered plainly 
the emotions of his heart — the deep affection which he felt 
toward the other. Indeed, this feeling amounted to a pas- 
sion almost; and if, amid the advancing scenes of our narra- 
tive, we have not paused to dwell upon this beautiful friend- 
ship, it was not because it did not possess all the elements 
of an exquisite picture. From the first day of their meeting, 
Hiese two natures had embraced each other. Heart spoke 
Jio heart, with the frankness and sincerity which spring from 
DobiUty of soul. With the elder it was a sentiment of affec- 
tion, almost tenderness — vrith George not only that: ho 
looked up to his friend as to one who should be taken as a 
model — as to his superior, and bright exemplar in all 
ihings. 

Long afterwards, when a new world had risen from the 
ruins of the old — when a long stormy life had thrown the 
youth into contact with all varieties of excellence and no- 
bility and moral grandeur — when, a gray-haired man, George 
returned to this region — he gazed on the scenes amid which 
his friend had once moved ; and said with a sigh, which 
sounded strangely from him, " There never was another hu- 
man being like him !" 

So the long hours fled away into the .iarkness of the 
past — and at night the occupants at Greenway retired. B 
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was the last time they ever met, all together in the old apart- 
ment. 

In an hour they were slumberitg luietly — ^but they were 
destined to be awal^ened. 

Falconbridge was sleeping as tranquilly as an iofant, when 
suddenly he felt a violent grasp on his arm, and the voice of 
CaptainWagner thundered: 

" Wake, comrade I They're on us at last 1" 

The young man sprang from his couch and rapidly 
dressed himself without speaMng. G-eorge, who slept in 
the same room, did the same. 

" They're on us, or the devU fly away with it I" cried th« 
Captain ; " come, hurry I His lordship's waiting by this 
time. I sent the messenger to his room !" 

" The messenger ?" asked Falconbridge, coolly. 

" Yes I Just look out and you'll see what news ha 
brought !' 

As he ^oke, the Captain raised the curtain of the window 
and pointed to the west. Above the belt of forest soared a 
tongue of dame, and the country was illuminated for miles 
by a great conflagration. 

"The Oidinary!" said George. 

"Yes, tfce Ordinary I By the horns of the devil 1 Yon 
ore right ! Come, friends ! There's not a moment to lose !" 

And the Captain hturied down to the large apartment 
where, while sleeping as his wont was on one of the couches, 
the messenger from the tavern had aroused him. 

Lord Fairfax was already dressed, and speaking rapidly 
to the man who had brought the intelhgence. George and 
Falconbridge entered, as he was doing so. 

The news was quickly communicated to aJl. The band of 
Indians who had made a feint of directing their march to- 
ward the Potomac, did sc only to mask their real plan. 
They had turned back suddenly and descended upon Win- 
diester, and the Greenway Ooiurt manor, burning and mur- 
dering as they went. Th^ had come thn«, duly to ih* 
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aeighborhood of the Ordinary, and at oiic« proceeded to 
attack that mansion. The occupants could make little or no 
resistance — ^the savages had taken the place and set it on 
fire an hour before. The fat landlord. Van Doring, had 
been killed on his threshold — every servant but the one ■who 
related these events had fallen victims to the assailants; 
and the savages had finally hastened away, in a southern 
direction, carrying -with them as prisoners, Mrs. Butterton, 
Monsieur Jambot and Major Hastyluck, who had slept at 
the tavern — as beasts of burden to bear the plunder on 
their shoulders. 

The Captain bounded again as he heard this, and growled 
rather than said: 

"To horse 1" 

With which words he rushed from the apartment. In ten 
minutes every one was mounted, and a hurried consultation 
was held as to the propriety of leaving Greenway undefend- 
ed. 

"They're gone southwest I I know 'em," growled Cap- 
tain Wagner ; "the attack on us here would have been made 
before this if they had not been afraid that the house was 
regularly garrisoned 1" 

The servant who had brought the intelligence corrobo- 
rated this view, and stated that he had heard the Indians dis- 
cuss, in broken Enghsh, the question of attacking Green- 
way. They had given up the idea, upon the identical 
grounds mentioned by the Captain — and had hastened tow- 
ard the south, leaving him tied in the burning house, from 
which he had managed, however, to escape. 

This settled all doubt: and in a moment the four men 
were spurring rapidly to the scene of the catastrophe. 

A horrible spectacle awaited them. The mansion waa 
wrapt in flames, and in front were lying no less than sii 
dead bodies, among whom was seen the portly form of 
Mynheer Van Doring, scalped and bleeding from many 
loartal wonnd& A sight if anything more terrible was pf** 
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Bented a few paces oflF. Several infant children, belonging 
to the dead servants of the establishment, were hanging in 
trees, transfixed with arrows. The Indians had evidently 
perpetrated this shocking tragedy in sport; and while the 
Earl and his companions were gazing at the contorted 
forms, another barbarity still was revealed. The stable of 
the Ordinary was burning Uke the mansion, and the cries oi 
■ome cattle and sheep which were shut in, made the night 
hideous to the listeners.* 

The first act of the party was to drag the dead bodies 
out of the flames, and liberate the cattle which went bellow- 
ing with terror into the forest. Then the Captain leaped 
into the saddle and cast a rapid glance around him. A. 
number of settlers, for the most part hunters, had assem- 
bled, attracted from their homes by the flames of the burn- 
ing mansion. To these the Borderer, who seemed on fire 
with rage, addressed himself in quick, brief words. His 
directions were succinct and simple. They were to disperse 
in aU quarters and arouse the inhabitants — ^the men would 
meet at the " Three Oaks," near the house of Mr. Aaigal — 
a point in the prairie which every settler was acquainted 
with. He himself would spend the night in scouring the 
country. The various parties would assemble at daybreak, 
or sunrise at the latest. 

These directions were rapidly obeyed. The hunters dis- 
persed and hurried away, disappearing with long strides in 
ihe gathering darkness. 

• " The Indians dragged the dead body back to the house, threw It In, plundond 
Ibe house at what they chose, and then set flre to It While the honae was In flames, 
oonsnming the body of Mr. Painter, they forced from the arms of their mothers, four In- 
fant children, hung them up in trees, shot them in savage sport, and left them haT i ginfl , 
They then set flre to a stable in which were Inclosed a parcel of sheep and calves, thus 
cruelly and wantonly torturing to death the dumb anJTna T s . After these atrodtiea, 
they moved off with forty-eight prisoners, among whom were Mrs. Fainter, flvo oe 
her daughters and one of her 60e,s: a Mrs. Smith and several of her children, among 
Uicm a lad of twelve or thirteen years old, a fine, weU grown boy, and romaAably 
Oeatiy. This litUe fellow, it will presertly be seen, was destined to be the vloUn of 
Mnge oaetty. .... One of the Palnitara> with Myec, ran <tvw tiafl tiigt* t» 
Pswrtrstet."— XBBOHSTUt Saga 10& 
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" Now friends !" said Captain Wagner to the Earl and his 
companions, " let every man imitate me. There's no time 
for ceremony I I could bite off my head for this hoggish 
stupidity of mine ! I trusted that fellow who brought me 
the news that the band had gone back, and would slay him 
where he stood if he were here 1 To work ! I will go and 
bring the boys from Winchester, where they were to assem- 
ble to-day — for days coming. Gk) arm, gentlemen! arm; 
this is only the beginning of the sight you're going to see !" 

And saluting, the Borderer put spur to his huge animal, 
and took the road to Winchester at a thundering gallop. 

" I will return to Greenway Court, gentlemen," said the 
Earl, with his old grim expression, " I wiU send aU my ser- 
vants in every direction — and then join you at the ' Three 
Oaks ' at daybreak." 

With these words he left the room and soon disappeared 
like the Captain, at a rapid gallop. 

George and Falconbridge looked at each other. The 
same thought had occurred to them at the same instant. 
The Indians had gone southward — ^in the direction of Mr. 
Argal's — ^in the direction of the Port Mountain 1 

No word was uttered: a simultaneous movement of the 
head — the spur in the sides of the horses — and they aepar 
ated and were lost in the darkness. 
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j[ ALCONBRIDGE pushed his spirited animal until 
the courser rather bounded than ran. 

The great trees flitted by hke spectres; th« 
prairie glimmered, and fled behind him; dart* 
ing onward Kke some phantom of the Grerman poets, he re- 
sembled rather the wild image of a feverish dream, than a 
real man of flesh and blood. 

A terrible dread had seized upon him. The Indiaois bad 
gone directly toward Mr. Argal's. She was slain perhaps- 
even now she might be weltering in her blood 1 That ten- 
der and beautiful face might be gashed by the tomaiiawk — 
the Bcalping-knife might have encircled the white temples, 
— and the mass of raven curls which he had often twined 
around his Angers might be hanging at the belt of a savage 1 

The thought maddened him almost, and he felt, with 
something like a dreadful shudder, that he loved this woman 
BtiU. 

All the nobility and pity of his high nature was aroused 
She had trifled with bim perhaps — she had played with hie 
deep love — ^but after all, she was a woman, a weak woman I 
She was even more than that 1 She was a poor feeble girl, 
■mitten by the hand of the Almighty, and irresponsible I 
Could he think of her lying in her blood on the threshold, 
and turn away coldly with the thought, " She has deoeived 
me — ^I care nothing ?" 

No, that was not posedble. She was eacnd to him still— 
tf all waa ended between them. His lile waa a bauble ; ai 
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Ho value ; he cared naught for it ; te would fulfill thai 
promise which he had made to her father. He would still 
guard her from harm, and if necessary, die for her. 

He fled on more rapidly. Sir John panted, and the foam 
flew from his jaws. Then suddenly the house rose in the 
darkness. 

AH was silent. The young man leaped to the ground and 
mshedin. 

As he entered he stumbled and almost fell over a dead 
body. An awful shudder convulsed him. He scarcely 
dared to look down. Leaning for an instant against tiie 
framework of the door, a sort of mist passed before him, 
and he shook from head to foot. Then he summoned all 
his strength, and knelt dovsra, passing his trembling hand 
over the figure. It was a woman, but not the form of her 
he sought. A deep breath filled the bosom of the young 
man as he rose erect. Steppiug over the corpse of the 
servant, he hastened in, and going to the fire-place, struck a 
light. The apartment was all at once illuminated. An 
awful spectacle presented itself. 

All around lay the corpses of the servants of the establish- 
ment, in attitudes of indescribable agony, as they had died. 
The room was rifled, the furniture broken. On more than 
one object was a bloody stain which radicated a desperate 
struggle. This, however, was the least of the spectacle. 
There was another element — an object, or rather five objects 
which sent the blood to his breast, and made him turn sick 
with horror. 

^ o liie four corners of the room were affixed, by kniveB 
luiven through them into the wall, the quartered body of 
Mr. Argal. On the summit of a stake which leaned against 
the mantel-piece, the bleeding head of the unhappy man 
iooked, with a ghastly grin upon the features, at the iH' 
trader.* 



* " Tbje renudiiliig two " Indiozui, " resolved not to give np their prey, ftnmd It D** 
eatats to piooeed more oontlouali' ; and gomg to tba laut nxpoMd (tdB at tht houk 
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The yonng man recoiled before the terrible sight, step by 
step, tmtil he touched the opposite wall He seemed en- 
deaToring to fly from the grinning mouth, the lack-lustre 
eyes. 

Then suddenly he remembered the object of his visit, 
which had disappeared from his mind for an instant. Her 
figure -was not among the corpses on the floor — was it else- 
where ? 

With the flaring light raised above his head, he ^shed 
through the house from top to bottom — with clenched teeth 
— ^breathing heavily — searching for what he dared not to 
think of. 

It was not visible. Then she too had been carried away 
prisoner — every moment that he tarried, increased the dis- 
tance between them. Hurrying back to the main room, he 
pajjsed through it with averted head and shuddering limbs. 
Stepping over the dead body of the woman at the threshold, 
he ground the light beneath his heel, and leaving the ac- 
cursed mansion with its horrors to darkness and silence, 
leaped into the saddle and darted off in the direction of 
the "Three Oaks." 

aoe WH nleed apon the shoTiIdera of tbe other to an opening in the logs, gome H*- 
tanoa above the level o{ Mr. Williams, who did not consequently observe the i 
Tn, from which he flred and shot Mr. Williams dead. The body was Instantly qui 
lK«d and hnng to the fonr comers of the building, and the head stnok apon a I 
Make In front of the door. This brave man was the father of tba 
•ap* "^Mkanut, the clerk of Hardy Oonnty CoorL"— EaBOBKrab 
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LIX. 

AT THB HOCSE IN THE MOUNTAIH. 

j>£iOll(JrE had meanwhile directed his coTtrse as »• 
pidly as Falconbridge toward the Fort Mountain. 
The same terrible fear made his heart turn cold, 
and his temples throb with fever. His imagina- 
tion also made a pictiure for itself — the form of a young 
girl stretched dead upon the groimd, all mangled, and 
bloody from the blows of the savages. 

They spared no age or sex — Whence they could not have 
passed over Cannie, if they had gone, as they probably had 
done, to the Fort Mountain. The child whom he loved 
more than he loved his hfe, was dead — she would smile for 
him no more — all his future was to be darkness and despair. 

With a quivering lip, and eyes moist yet fiery, George fled 
across the prairie at a desperate pace, driving the spur, cru- 
elly, ioio the sides of his animaL 

Mora than once the horse stumbled and nearly fipJI in the 
tall grass, but a powerful lift of the bridle held him up ;— 
again he fled onward, like the shadow of a darting bird 
across the wide expanse, toward the river. 

The stream wa« reached, and soon crossed. Into tha 
frowning gorge, up the winding "oad, over rocks and fallen 
trees which the animal cleared bound after bound, tiie hoj 
rushed on. 

His horse reaied and almost fell at the door of the moaii< 
tun dwelling — the ascent had been cruelly exhausting. 

G«orge entered. An old servant was holding Mr. PoveQ 
Id his anna, and staunching a deep wound in hii temsla. 
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The old man was insensible — the servant was groaning and 
uttering exclamations. 

It was some time before George could extort anything 
from the servant, who only cried, " such a aountry 1 such a 
country I Oh I for England again I" 

At last he was mastered by the stern tone and resolute 
command in George's voice — ^he related what had happened. 

An hour before, the Indians, in large numbers, had sur- 
prised the dweUing, and carried off Cannie. His master 
had fought desperately, but was soon overpowered — a blow 
from a tomahawk had struck him down. Then the housa 
had been rifled, and the band hurried away, right over the 
Bommit of the mountain. 

" And »7here were you ?" thundered the youth, in a tone 
which made the servant quake; "cowardly wretch ! Why are 
you alive, to speak to me — when your mistress is a pris- 
oner of the Indians ?" 

The truth soon came out. The servant had fled into the 
woods, and returned only when, frpm his hiding-place, ha 
Baw the band depart. 

As he finished his reluctant explanation, the old man 
opened his eyes, and looked vaguely around. 

" George," he murmured, " where is Cannie ?" 

And with a violent movement he strove to rise to his feet. 

" Sit still, Sir William ! there, sit still I" said the servant, 
holding him. 

"What have you done with my child ?" cried the old man 
flushing to the temples, and speaking in a tone of siich terri- 
ble anguish that it made the hearers tremble; "where is my 
child ? Bring her hither 1" 

He resembled a Kon at bay as he thus spoke, with glaring 
eyes ; but his strength suddenly failed him. The blood gushed 
from the deep woimd; and stretching his arms out wildly 
he exclaimed, as he fell fainting: 

"My child I my child I" 

Qaoige's faoe had turned ao pale that it frightened tht 
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Bervant and made Mm recoil. His teeth were clenehed, anc! 
his eyes burned with a steady and meaning flame, whith in- 
dicated the depth to which his nature was aroused. No on« 
■would have recognized in the man of resolute coldness, who 
stood gazing at the inanimate form, the gay and smiling boy 
which he had always appeared to be. 

George was passing through that ordeax which tempers 
the meurfl, and makes the soul steel for the real struggles of 
life. 

" Take care of your master, and bind up his wound," ha 
said hoarsely, " I leave him in your charge. If he asks for 
his daughter, or for me, when he revives, say I told you I 
had gone to bring her back or to die with her ! Remem- 
ber 1" 

And leaving the room, he mounted his pantiag animal 
and pushed down the steep declivity as he had ascended. 

The gorge was passed — the river crossed — through the 
prairie, which began to glimmer in the first light of daybreak, 
he rapidly advanced toward the " Three Oaks." 

Many settlers had assembled, and others were approach- 
ing from eveiy quarter. Above the crowd, motionless as a 
statue, jn his white horse, the form of Falconbridge rose 
clearly against the sky. 

From the north, Captain Wagner, followed by * oionba 
oi' hunters, approached at a tremendous gaUr^ 
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CHAPTER LX 



THE OEmLS GARDEN. 




tT is tlie evenmg succeeding the scenes whiek havn 
jaefc been related. 
TLe sun is near its setting. 
A stream of crimson light, as red as blood 
bathes the vtJleye and mountains, coloring tree tnmkB, 
Mid mossy rocks ond flowing streams, with its ruddy splen- 
dor. 

As the day dediaes, the deep flush ascends the trees, atnd 
creeps up the precipices — with a stealthy crawl, like some 
variegated 'yUd auinial, disappearing in the depths of the 
gorges. 

Finally it raises the golden crown from the top of the 
Blue Eidge — fades from the pines of the wave-like Massinut- 
ton, and lingers for an mstant on the Great North Mountain, 
and those serried ranges which extend, like the huge ribs of 
Bome prostrate giant, through the region which is watered 
by Lose Eiver. 

One pinnacle only at last remains illuminated. It raises 
its mighty head abruptly from the Talley, at a point not 
many miles south of the spot where Lost Eiver sinks and 
(lisappears at the base of the mountain, which vainly seeke 
to bar its advance. 

There is something no less curious than majestic ahoai 
this vast pile, which is appropriately styled, by one who has 
described it, a " truly wonderful work of Nature." 

Between two ranges of the bristling mountain, a strip of 
ground, about half a mile vid^ 
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the head of " Trout Eun," and continuee to mount gradually 
for the distaaice of three miles. Then it suddenly termi- 
nates in a dizzy precipice — a vast Titanic pile of dark granite, 
such as the giants who warred against the gods might have 
heaped up as a memorial of one of their slain brethrea 
The immense mass is entirely separate from the surround- 
ing mountains — yawning chasms upon each hand present an 
impassable gulf — in front the precipice descends as straight 
as an arrc^ +o the depth of five hundred feet. 

The details of this singular natural wonder, are no lesa 
striking than the object itself. 

A portion of the summit is covered with flat roots, form 
ing a natural pavement — interrupted here and there by fis' 
sures, — and on the eastern edge stands a gigantic bust in 
granite — the head, neck and shoulders, clearly defined: — 
the whole presenting to the eye "a frowning and terrific ap- 
pearance." Near this figure, which gives its name to the 
peak, formerly stood a granite piUar, ten or twelve feet high 
— two or more feet in diameter, and four-square. This pil- 
lar has been broken from ita base by some convulsion of the 
earth or the elements, and ■"ecUnes in the form of an arch 
across one of the fissures of which we have spoken. 

This is the summit. But the strange details of the peal! 
are not exhausted. About a hundred feet below the base of 
the statue a door leads into deep caverns in the rock. After 
leaving the entrance, the explorer finds himself ia an apart- 
ment with level floor and ceiling — from which a flight ol 
stone steps ascend to another still larger. In like manner 
twelve flights of steps give access to twelve apartments — the 
last of which is just beneath the pavement of the summit, 
and is lighted by one of the fissures already described.* 

Such is " The Devil's Garden." And to this wild scene 
we now beg the reader to accompany us. 

Foi a time no living thing is seen, except some huge eagle, 
Bailing by on broad wings, abova Lost Eiver, a flying fallow 



* Ihe deacFlptlon of ttila nlngim>f place i> ioKan. almost void tor iraird, trom 1 
▼al** uBlitoty ofttie TaUer.''-^AfFKHiiix, page MS i— baadJiia " The DnWi OaramL" 
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deer, of a beax, slowly shaking his black head, and vanish' 
ing in the tangled thickets of the mountain side. 

The sun slowly sinks, and his last beams linger on the 
weird-looking statue, and the yast mass of piled up granite 
which soars above. 

The wild scene, with its bDlowy ranges, and glimmering 
torrents grows wilder — ^the denizens of the night begin to 
wSike iu their lairs and prowl abroad to seek their prey — 
over the immense horizon, all bristliag with jagged peaka 
and precipices, the solemn grandeur, and rude magnificence 
slowly yield to a brooding gloom, — ^the scene is an oyer 
turned world, conyulsed and shattered — ^the yery genius oi 
desolation descends and reigns, on his blood-red throne of 
mountains. 

The blazing shield at last sinks beneath the horizon, and 
night stretches its broad pall, prepared to throw it over the 
whole. 

At this momont a slight rustling might have been heard 
at the entrance to the caverns, on the declivity of the peak, 
and a swarthy face appeared at the opening, followed ere 
long by a strange and repulsive-looking figure, wL'ch re- 
msimed for a tone motionless in the gathering gloon. 
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OHAPTEB LXL 

THE MAUf-VSSED. 

gHE figore which thus obtruded itself a;>on Um 
wild scene, belonged apparently to no nation ot 
class, if, indeed, to the race of hnman beings 1 
It was neTerthdess possessed of a revolting in* 
terest, and a lover of the horrible and pictnresqne imited 
would have feasted his eyes upon the animal. 

He was a half-breed, about five feet high, with a deep yel- 
low, or sallow complexion, a gigantic breadth of chest, long 
monkey-lite arms, and legs which resembled the crooked 
and gnarled boughs of a distorted oak. His forehead was 
scarcely an inch in height; his small eyes, as cunning and 
cruel as a serpent's, rolled beneath bushy brows; his nose 
was crooked like a hawk's bill, and the hideous mouth, 
stretching almost from ear to ear, was disfigured with pro- 
trading tusks like those of a wild boar. The half-breed was 
clad aft an Indian, with doesMn leggins and breeches, but 
hi"* rugged chest and shoulders were bare. His enormous 
flat feet were cased in huge moccasins; and in his belt he 
carried a knife, a horseman's pistol, and a tomahawk, to the 
unwiped edge of which stiU dung a quantity of bloody hu- 
man hair. 

Such was the figure which now cautiously emerged from 
the cavern, and cast a keen and searching glance upon the 
panorama of forest, mountain and river. This look seemed 
to plunge into the obscurest depths of the gorges, beneath 
the heaviest foliage, and to descry every object within ih* 
mure of human vision. 
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" All's safe so far I" nmttered tke half-breed in a guttural 
•nd discordant voice, with a slight French accent ; " thef 
have either not followed us, or the trick has deceived them. 
We may lay low here a day or two safely, until the alarm haa 
blown over — ^then to work again I" 

As he spoke, with a sneering and horrible smile, a light 
hand was laid upon his shoulder. He started and turned 
suddenly, half drawing his long knife. Then at sight of 
the intruder on his reverie, he returned the weapon slowly, 
as if against his will, to its place, and said sullenly, with an 
unconscious scowl, full of hatred and menace : 

" What does the son of War Eagle want with me ?" 

" I would speak to the Yellow Serpent," said a grave, col- 
lected voice ia the Indian tongue; "the day is done, and 
the hour has come for talking." 

With these words the young Indian, Lightfoot, who was 
the iatruder, leaned back against the rock, and fixed hig 
eyes upon the threatening countenance of his companion. 

Lightfoot was clad as we have seen him on a former oc- 
casion. His slender but nervous limbs, with their rounded 
but clearly defined muscles, were cased in pliant doeskin ; 
his narrow feet, with the lofty, instep, based themselves 
firmly on the crag ; above his forehead waved the variegated 
plume which indicated his chiefship. There was the same 
calm air of grave, almost melancholy dignity — the same 
clear yet mild expression iu the eyes ; as before, his figure, 
and attitude, and whole bearing were characterized by the 
simple and exquisite grace of a nobleman of the great for- 



" And what does lightfoot come to say? — ^taJk it out \" said 
the discordant voice, which attempted to assume an accenji 
of friendly interest ; " the time is passing, and much must 
be done." 

"Win the serpent return to the war-path again?" said 
lightfoot as before in the Indian tongue — ^then, with a Bud« 
den dumge in his expression, from gravity to scorn, he ad> 
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ded, ' but there is no war trail 1 The braTes are on tha 
path to the cabins of women and childeu. The white war- 
riors are away, and the Catawbas creep over the fences in 
the night — they are rabbits, not panthers I" 

And the lip of the Indian curled. His words produced a 
strong effect on the half-breed. The snake-like eye flashed 
fire, and with a guttural sound like the growl of a wild an- 
imal, he laid his hand on his knife, and seemed about to 
throw himself upon the speaker. 

The young Indian did not move a muscle, or remove hia 
scornful eyes from the face of his companion. With a 
movement whoUy simple and unostentatious, he rested his 
hand on the hilt of a long poniard in his belt, and contin- 
ued to gaze at the other. 

"Does Lightfoot know what he is saying?" said the 
half-breed, growling and letting his hand faU. 

" Yes, the truth," was the reply. 

" I am one of these Catawbas." 

" I know that you are." 

" And you tell me to my face I am a rabbit: you dare ?* 

" I dare !" said Lightfoot, with superb scorn, " it is little 
to dare 1" 

Again the hand of the Yellow Serpent wandered to his 
weapon: b«the seemed to want courage to attack his ad- 
versary. A glance at the precipice near which they were 
standing — a glance as rapid as lightning, and full of horri- 
ble menace — ^betrayed the thought which passed through 
his mind. But it was not carried into act. The young man 
seemed to exert a singular influence over him — he evidently 
hated him bitterly, but he cowered almost before his eye, 
and yielded in the contest. The threatening scowl disap- 
peared : the hand feU again: with a grin which was even 
more repulsive than the frown, he said, in a wheedling and 
insinuating voice : 

" Lightfoot is bold and outspoken as he has always been 
I his great father was before him, for whom twelve tribei 
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mourned when the blood ran out of his brave bosom. But 
let the Yellow Serpent give Lightfoot a piece of advice 
These words are dangerous, and the warriors would want t« 
kill him. They are nothing to the Serpent. He is a half- 
breed, and knows more than the redfaces. He is Lighi 
foot's friend and would serve him." 

" TeUow Serpent," said the young Indian, returning tt 
his calm expression, " do you beheve in the Great Spirit ?" 

The half-breed grinned and repHed: 

" I beheve in the Great Evil Spirit — ^what the palefacei 
eaU the Devil — for he talks to me, and teUs me what to do.' 

I beheve that, Serpent. But there is a good Spirit, too, 
»nd he is the bad Spirit's master." 

The half-breed shook his head. 

" Are you certain of that, Lightfoot f" 

" I am certain. It is Manitou — the great and good. The 
Dove of the Moimtain told me this long ago." 

"Ah 1 ah 1 the Dove of the Mountain !" was the grinning 
and sneering reply ; " you are a friend of the Dove !" 

" I am. She has made me better. I am evil, but not so 
much as I was." 

" It is a pity that the tribe took her prisoner. But whal 
about the Great Spirit ?" 

" I would ask if you think you do right, TeUow Serpent 
when you put to death women and children ?" 

"They are whites," said the half-breed vrith very great 
Burprise; " you see we strangle the brood when they ara 
Toung, to get rid of them." 

"Tou are cowards! Yes, lache! lachel" said the young 
Indian vrith sudden vehemence, and using a term which he 
had derived from the French allies of the savages, " lache t 
You are a dog, Yellow Serpent 1 But, no, not even dog« 
would be so cowardly 1" 

And the young Indian's eyes were terrible for their depth 
of indignation. The half-breed cowered before him, and 
dared not speak. He seemed to wont nerre. With a dark 
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iKJOwl, which, had in it something tragic and dangerona from 
its subtlety, and veiled menace, he muttered : 

Lightfoot is a great sagamore. The Serpent is not as 
noble as he is. Let Lightfoot speak." 

" Listen, then, TeUow Serpent," said the Indian, stretch- 
ing out his hand, and speaking in a voice of such nobility 
and solemn earnestness that the furious and shuddering 
half-breed was subdued by its very tones: " listen. Serpent, 
and pay attention to what I am about to say. In this world 
are two tribes of men — ^they are the evil and the good. 
There is but one master over all, the Great Spirit. The Evi] 
One is his slave, but is not chained. It is his business to 
make the tribes commit evil; and even now he is in your 
heart, though you do not see him. But the Good Spirit is 
not idle, or iudifferent to the happiuess of his creatures. He 
is yonder in the clouds looking down, and watching. He 
speaks in the thunder of the mountains — the lightning is the 
flash of his eye; his finger marks the track of the rivers; he 
is the Father of this world and its people. Not a tribe 
roams the forest, from the s^ind hills of the mighty lakes, 
to the Big Water of the Sosta — ^from the Minnehaha to the 
land of Shawandasee — which is noi beneath his eye. He 
sends to all, the bright seasons, the moon of strawberries, 
and the moon of cohonks ; — mondamin. grows for all, and 
plenty crowns the feasts of aU the mighty tribes of the 
beautiful world. But in these tribes there are some whom 
the Master of Life looks on with smiles — there are others 
upon whom he frowns. He frowns on the bad, on the cruel, 
on the oppressors of the weai, on the slayers of women and 
children ? Once these evil people made Viitti angry, and the 
Bea swept over them — but the land was repeopled; then they 
grew as evil as before. The Master sent his son to heal the 
sick ones, and to make men pure again. They nailed him 
on a cross, and killed him 1 But before he died he told them 
many things, and among the rest he said, 'Let the children 
come to me — the Master loves them, and his land is 'ull ol 
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tihem. He loted them because they were weai and helplecv 
— and he told the tribes, not the redfaces only, but all, to 
love each other, and forgive even their enemies. The Mas- 
ter said that 1 And now what are you doing. Yellow Ser- 
pent? You are killing the women and the children who 
never wronged you ; you are not even acting Uke a warrior, 
and meeting the palefaced braves in battle, — ^you are l&che I 
IMw ! You have said rightly ! The Evil Spirit whispers in 
your ear, and sets you to do his work I You are his slave, 
YeUow Serpent." 

And the young Indian, with a cold and collected air, 
leaned back against the rock from which he had half risen 
in the ardor of his address. 

His words seemed to affect the half-breed strangely. A 
sullen and gloomy expression came to his hideous featiu'es, 
and he cowered, almost. The young chief plainly exercised 
* singular dominion over the monster. Then this suUen 
air disappeared — a flash of concealed hatred darted from 
his eyes — ^lastly, the former crafty and insinuating grin suc- 
ceeded. 

" liightfoot is a great brave," he said; " the Serpent can- 
not talk with the son of War Eagle. I think I will teU the 
tribe what he says, and in future they shall spare the women 
and children of the pale-faces, whom Lightfoot loves better 
than his own tribe. Oh, yes ! we will not kill any more I" 

The Indian shook his head. 

" Yellow Serpent," he said, " I know you very well, aiid I 
do not trust you. The word of a brave is his word — ^yoors 
is the word of a half-breed- You hate me, and are envious 
of me, because when we rise at the same moment to speak 
to the tribe, the warriors say, ' Let us hear the son of "War 
Eagle.' You would destroy me— but I fear you not. Be- 
ware ! You have said that I love the pale-faces. That ia 
true. They are the children of the Great Spirit, like the 
red-faces. They have been kind to me, and I wiU speak for 
them as T have spoken in oounciL Enough. They are on 
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the WGir-ydiiu CToii now, and the bullet for your uoart mtf 
be moulded. Yellow Serpent, you are evil; the DeTil of ihc 
whites, truly, is your friend. Beware of him — he will teai 
jron limb from Umb, and devour you. I have spoken i 

And turning away, the young Indian swept the Isjidscap* 
with a comprehensive glance, and re-entered the cavern 
depths of which he disappeared. 

The half-breed, who seemed to be agitated strangelj . 
though under a magnetic influence, remained motiouleik. . 
This influence was slowly dissipated: his crafty grin re- 
turned, and with a menaciug £ash of the glitteriag eyes, he 
followed Lightfoot into the caTe. 

For fivA minutes he had been covered fty a dozen r^esi 
torn the depths of the opposite mountain, whar* 
'■■^'r. TaflT aad his cartjr lav ooaaaaled. 
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LXIL 

TFCB TBAIL. 

|HE paxty had set Dut from the " Three Oaks is 
twenty mimites after the arrival of Captain Wago- 
ner. That worthy, who, now that the contest 
was approaching, grew as cold and deUberate as 
an automaton, would not wait for Lord Fairfax, and his 
troop. In brief, quick words, he delivered his orders — ex« 
plained that he was officially 'ommanding for the Earl, the 
lieutenant of the county — and reviewed the arms and 
eq-aipmeiits of the party. Tht^y were hunters for the most 
part, and carried rifles and powder-horns. Nearly every 
one had his provision of jerked beef for the expedition. 

The rapid examination having proved aatiofactory, the 
Captain took the head of the party, and directed Ms maroh 
straight toward the Cedar Creek Mountain to the west, in 
which directiop. his knowledge of the coimtry and of the 
Vftbits of the Indians told him that the band had gona 

They marched rapidly and silently until noon without 
finding any traces; but all at once they came upon a cabin, 
rifled of its contents and half-burned. The fire had evi- 
dently gone out. and a miserable-looking woman who had 
escaped on the appearance of the savages, and only re- 
turned when they went off, was crouchiQg by the chimney 
comer. Captain Wagner learned from her that his views 
were correct in relation to the direction taken by the band, 
and aU set forward with new ardor. 

They soon entered the wild range of the Cedar Creek 
Hoontain, and here^ in the soft earth along the stream, 
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gtrack on an unioistaiiable trail. At points also distant onlj 
a few yards from eacli other, the boughs -were bent down 
and broken, and the prints of feet were easily traced in tha 
earth. 

Captain Wagner pointed these Dut to Falconbridge. 

" Miss Argal's," he said, briefly, indicating a deep, narron 
footprint; " and there's my friend's, broader and heavier." 

They pushed forward with new ardor, and followed the 
footprints for several miles. Then the Captain suddenlj 
drew rein, and exclaimed: 

" Stop I what's this ? The marks are no longer to b« 
seen." 

And the Borderer dismounted and examined the ground 
in every direction. The female footprints had disappeared; 
but in place of them were unmistakable indications of blood. 
An ominous frown passed over the face of the Captain, and 
he looked at Falconbridge. He was trembling. As to 
George, he was as pale as death. 

" It's nothing," said the Borderer, assuming a stolid look; 
" see, here are the broken boughs still." 

In fact, these indications of the route which the band had 
taken, as well as heavy moecasia footprints, were still visi- 
ble. As the prisoners had undoubtedly resorted to this 
device to direct the search of their friends, those prisoners 
were yet aUve. 

" May the devil take me it I understand that!" said the 
Captain, frowning, " but we'U push on." 

The path now lay toward the north. They had fol- 
lowed it for five mUes, when it suddenly entered a stream a 
hundred yards wide. Captain "Wagner plunged in and 
forded. On the opposite shore there was no sort of indica- 
tion of the passage of the band. The broken bushes had 
continued regularly to the stream — there they suddenly 
stopped. 

Could they have taken to canoes ? No, the band wai 
eTidently too numerous, and the savages could have brought 
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none with them. What was the explanation? Why had 
ihose marks disappeared? The Borderer knit his brows 
and reflected; then suddenly he pushed back through the 
water and went straight to one of the limbs which had been 
bent down and broken. He examined it attentively for an 
instant, and then leaped into the saddle again. 

"About face, friends," he said, "we are on the wrong 
traiL FoUow I" 

And he set forward, quickly, returning over the ground 
which they had just traversed. 

"Wtat is the meaning of this retreat. Captain?" said 
Falioonbridge, who seemed possessed by a sort of reoMesa 
excitement, "we lose time." 

" We have lost much," was the brief reply. 

" Those broken boughs " 

"Are devices. Look at 'em, Falconbridge 1 Don't yon 
perceive that they are thicker than any woman could breaJs 
— and more than one higher than any but a man could 
reach ? Then observe how plaia they are ! As much as to 
Bay 'Come on I don't mistake !' Prisoners never could have 
broken 'em without being noticed — ^it's a blind, and soon 
youll see I" 

Without further words the Borderer pushed forward; 
followed by the party, who knew him well, and did not 
think it at all necessary to question him. They soon 
reached the spot where the blood was visible, and the foot- 
prints of the females disappeared. 

*' Friends," said the Borderer, after nosing the ground for 
Bome moments, like a dog, and examining the dry grass and 
twigs in every direction, "we are on the trail again. At 
this spot the bloody rascals discovered the trick of the wo- 
men to direct us, and one of 'em was struck with a toma- 
hawk 1 No blazing eyes Falconbridge, or George ! — ^maybe 
it was a friend of mine ! If so, I'U hew down the devils to 
the last man, or die ! But come ! The device is plain I The 
women were taken up, or their shoes removed here, and Um 
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fellows sneaked off with 'em, .eaving no tracks, wbUe a pari 
of the band went off north breaking limbs and stamping in- 
to the ground to mislead us. "When they came to the river, 
they waded in the shallows for a mile, and then doubled 
back to join the main body." 

"Why, there are no tracks here," said Falconbridge, 
eagerly. 

" That's so — ^to your eyes, it may be, comrade. But I can 
Bee 'em. Look at that sprig of grass broken by a moccasin, 
and see this stick ? Follow, friends 1 I'm on the track — ^I 
ean smell 'em 1" 

And the Borderer set forward rapidly. His predictions were 
soon Terified. At the distance of a quarter of a mile from 
the bloody spot, the traces of feet again became visible, and 
the narrow marks of high-heeled shoes. The pursuit was 
now more rapid and sure. On the banks of Trout Eun they 
all at once found other footprints approaching from the 
north; and 'Captain Wagner called the attention of Falcon- 
bridge to the circumstance, with a significant look. 

At the head of the stream, which the party reached, as 
the sun began to sink, aU the footprints disappeared again ; 
but a curl of the hp betrayed the feelings of the Borderer. 

" They are a bungling set of rascals after all," he said; 
"and don't know their trade, or I'm a dandy! Come, 
friends, back 1" 

"Back, Captain I" exclaimed Falconbridge, with sur- 
prise. 

"Tes, comrade — ^you are too curious for a hunter or a 
war party. Come by my side, and I'll explain as I go." 

The hunters had exhibited none of Falconbridge's sur- 
prise. They obeyed imphcity the directions of the Borderer, 
and followed silently in the footsteps of his horse. Turn- 
ing a huge shoulder of the mountain, he said to Falcon- 
bridge as they proceeded : 

"This is the whole thing, companion The red snakea 
have crawled into the caves on the Devil's Garden, tbre« 
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9uIeB from the place we stopped at. If we had gone on 
they would have seen us, and perhaps laid an ambush for ns. 
At any rate, we could have done nothing." 

"Yes, I see, but may I ask your plan 1" 

"Certainly. You are my second in command, and it la 
simple. I am going to skirt this big shoulder, and mount 
the peak yonder. From the top of it you will see the pre- 
cipice of the Devil's Garden, in which the enemy are con- 
cealed, not two hundred yards in front of you. A gulf sep- 
arates it. But I know a way of passing over — there is a 
path which is covered with pine bushes, winding down into 
the gorge. As soon as night comes on, if we see good we'll 
make the onset. I think the cards are pretty well shuffled, 
and the game is about to begin, comrade!" 

Ab he spoke, the Captain dismounted, and advised all 
who were mounted to imitate him. He took the saddle 
from the back of his horse, and hobbling his legs, turned 
him loose into a Uttle glen, where there was grass and 
water. The rest did hkevrise : and then headed by the 
Borderer, they cautiously wound up the precipitous moun- 
tain, the summit of which they reached as the sun sank 
from sight. 

"Look, Falconbridge !" said Wagner, putting stealthily 
aside the heavy pine boughs beneath which they were con- 
cealed; "there are two of the red devils at the mouth of tha 
Devil's Caver* 

As we hare seen, these were Lightfoot and the HaU< 
breed. 
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Lxra. 

UGHTFOOT AOT) CAJJNIE. 

>nE interior of the cayem presented & angolai 
appearance. 

A brigM fire was burning, and on all sides were 
piled up articles which the savages had carried 
cff with them from the plundered dwellings. These objects 
were indicative of the mingled barbarism and childish sim- 
plicity of the Indians. There was much gaUy-colored 
crockery; many bright linsey and other fabrics were seen 
scattered about; and a few strings of beads, and brass rings, 
taken from the dead bodies of the women whom they had 
slain, and brought, not without unwillingness, to the general 
mass, were the objects of longing and covetous glances. 

The Indians were forty or fifty in number, and were scat- 
tered about the large cavern in various attitudes, pictur- 
esque and graceful, or odd and grotesque. Here a great 
warrior was broiling a piece of venison at the blazing fire in 
the centre, the savory odor diffusing itself throughout the 
cave: — there an Indian boy was striving to put together the 
broken pieces of a red crockery dish, which he had guarded 
on the march with a jealous care which indicated the high 
value which he placed upon it. In a comer a number ol 
the braves were sleeping tranquilly in the red light, the 
blood ol the slain still staining their tomahawks, and more 
thai, one gory scalp hanging from their girdles, but slum- 
bering, nevertheless, Uke infants, under the stupefying 
effects of a long march, a heavy meal, and some mm which 
tiiej had taken from the Ordinary, 
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In an obscure corner to which, the Kght of the fire scarce- 
ly penetrated, a number of captives, male and female, with 
their hands securely tied, were huddled together upon the 
the floor of the cavern, under a guard, who watched them 
with gTave intentness. Neither Monsieur Jambot r.or 
Major Hastyluck was visible, however : — and we may ai 
well say here that these worthies had been " pricked on- 
ward " under heavy loads, by another portion of the band, 
who had hurried westward, and were never more heard of in 
that region. Hastyluck, doubtless, drank punch among the 
Sioux and Catawbas — when he could get it — for the re- 
mainder of his life: and Monsieur Jambot taught the minuet 
and reel to youthful savage maidens. 

Lightfoot passed through the group, who made way for 
the young chief with evident respect, and slowly ascended 
the rugged stairway into the next cave above. 

In tl^is were con fined, under guard of a single Indian, who 
stood outside, Mrs. Butterton, Miss Argal, and Cannie. 

The two former were sleeping, wrapped in shawls, near a 
blazing fire, on piles of dry grass which had been arranged 
for them — ^their feet swollen and frayed by the long journey 
— ^their skirts cut off below the knees — a necessity to facili- 
tate their movements.* 

Mrs. Butterton was slumbering fitfully; her dress was 
stained with blood, and a wound was visible upon one of 
her large fat arms; from which wound, indeed, had flowed 
the blood which the pursuing party discovered at the point 
of divergence of the two routes. The dame had been dis- 
covered bending down and breaking the branches, and one 
of the chiefs had struck her with his tomahawk. The 
wound was not dangerous, however. She slept uneasily, 
but evidently without much physical pain. But, from time 
to time, her features would become distorted by an expres- 



* See Kercheral In many places. Ihia waa a Bystematia piacttoe among th* Indian* 
•tth thalT female oapUTea. 
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Bion of fear, and she would raise her hands rildly and mnr- 
mur some broken and indistinct words, -viHch. the young 
Indiaji sentinel would listen to with grave interest. Misi 
Argal slept as quietly and sweetly as a chUd. 

Cannie was awake, and when the Hght tread of the young 
Indian attracted her attention, the little face became 
brighter, and she held out her hand to Lightfoot with the 
air of a child who sees a protector approach. The snule 
with which she greeted him was inexpressibly sad; but his 
presence was evidently a comfort to her. 

" Oh, I am so glad to see you, Lightfoot I" she said, wip- 
mg away two tears which hung like dew-drops upon her 
«-ye-lashes; "this place frightens me, and it is like home to 
iee you." 

The word home seemed to direct the girl's thoughts to her 
grandfather, and with a sudden rush of blood to her cheeks, 
she placed both hands upon her face and sobbed. 

" Oh, me ! they have kiUed him ! they have killed him !" 

Lightfoot stood for a moment, silently regarding the girl 
as she half reclined upon the couch of dry grass, her frame 
shaken by sobs, her breast heaving, her long chestnut curia 
falling wildly about her shoulders. An expression of un- 
speakable love and tenderness came to his eyes ; and he 
Beemed unable for the moment to command his voice. 

He controlled his emotion, however, with the wonderful 
art of his race, and made a movement of his hand toward 
the yoimg Indian who stood on guard. 

" Go," he said, in the Catawba tongue, " I would speak 
with the captive." 

The sentinel obeyed with an alacrity which indicated per- 
fect willingness to join his companions belcw, and disap- 
peared. The cavern was left thus untenanted except by the 
two persons, and the sleepers, whose heavy breathing in- 
Tftded the silence. 

Lightfoot took the hand of the girl in his own, with Ml 
air of the deepest respect, and said, nuld]j : 
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"No, they have not Hlled yotir grandfather, Moimtain 
Dove. You know that I came from the forest as the Ca- 
tawbas made their attack. Had I arrived sooner," added the 
young Indian, raising his head proudly, "it would never 
have happened, for they obey the son of War Eagle. I 
came in time to stop the knife which would have scalped 
the old man: — he is scarcely injured, and wiU soon walk the 
mountain again." 

" Oh, are you sure, Lightfoot ?" cried Cannie, removing 
her hands quickly, and raising her wet face, " are you sure ? 
Dear Lightfoot 1 you love Cannie — do you not? Do not 
deceive me I I am only a child," she added, weeping silent- 
ly, " and very weak, but I can bear it — ^I won't cry 1 Are 
you certain that grandpa was not killed?" 

" He was only wounded, and not badly. I struck down 
the arm of the warrior who would have scalped him; and 
you know the tribe directly commenced their march." 

There was an air of such simplicity and sincerity about 
the yoimg Indian as he spoke, that his words carried con- 
viction to his hearer. Her eyes sparkled with sudden de- 
light, her breast was filled with a long, deep breath, which 
seemed to afford her inexpressible reKef, and seizing the 
Indian's hand, she exclaimed with touching eamestnesa 
and affection : 

"How can I ever love you enough, dear Lightfoot, for 
protecting grandpa ? I will love you until I die !" 

And carried away by glad emotion, before he was con- 
scious of her intention, Cannie raised the hand which she 
held to her lips, and imprinted upon it a long, lingering 
kiss. 

A shudder of delight ran through the frame of the young 
Indian. TTjr face flushed, and the eyes which were gener- 
ally so caJm and clear, suddenly filled with impetuous 
emotion. A thrill of happiness agitated his pulses, at tha 
•ontact !>f the soft, warm hps, and he drew away the hand. 
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with a look of such uiispealiable tenderness that Oftnnia 
colored to the roots of her hair. 

That look had revealed to her in an instant, with ihe ra- 
pidity of lightning, as it were, the secret of the young 
Indian. For years she had known that he had a deep 
affection for her — from her childhood le had visited the 
mountain cottage regularly, and always exhibited his fond- 
ness — ^but now she saw plainly that there was a deeper feel- 
ing in his heart. The instinct of womanhood explained all 
this to her — she saw for the first time, with agitated eyes, 
that the young Indian loved her as a youth loves a maiden.. 

And Lightfoot was not backward in discerning the new 
relations which must exist from that moment between him- 
self and Cannie. He saw that his glance had betrayed him, 
that she had witnessed his tremor of delight — ^that she had 
understood at last his real feeluigs. They had grown up 
together, as youth and child — ^they were no longer such. 
It was a man who was sitting beside the woman whom he 
loved with a devotion and tenderness which absorbed hia 
very being, 

For some moments deep silence reigned in the cavern. 
Both were too much overcome to speak. A vague pain and 
pity, not unmingled with tenderness, filled the bosom of 
the young girl; and from time to time, she stole a furtive 
glance at the Indian, her cheeks burning with blushes, her 
Ups trembling. Never had she looked so beautiful as at 
that instant. The curls of her chestnut hair fell in glossy 
masses around the pure young face with its innocent and 
grave sweetness — ^the slender figure inclined sidewise, in an 
attitude of exquisite grace — the head was bent over the left 
shoulder, and nearly rested upon it: — in outline and car- 
riage, in the entire character and expression, of the girl, 
there was no longer anything of the chUd: it was a woman, 
and a woman of surpassing loveliness, who had burst into 
bloom — ^passed suddenly from the bud to the perfect flower 
Had 80IT0W oansed this rapid derelopmont ? It may htcvt 
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been so. But often a similar phenomenon taKes place with< 
out any visible reason. 

It was then that the young Indian proved the nobility of his 
nature. Instead of taking her hand, he drew his own away. 
Instead of gazing into the blushing and agitated face, to 
discern if his feelings were returned, he lowered his eyea. 
For some moments his gaze remained fixed upon the floor 
of the cavern, and the heaving muscles of his chest alone 
indicated the terrible war of emotion in. his bosom. 

When he raised his head he had become calm again. 
There was no longer any Hght in his eyes, any flush in hia 
cheeks; and the lips were firm again. A grave sweetness 
and serenity, just tinged with melancholy, had replaced the 
sudden rush of ardent emotion. It was the face full of seri- 
ous and noble dignity to which she was accustomed : and 
Cannie blushed again, as she looked into the clear eyes, aa 
the woman's thought came to her — ^he is so noble, and he 
loves me ! 

For some moments they sat gazing thus in silence at each 
other. Then the young Indian gravely took her Uttle hand 
in his own, and pressed it to his hps, with the expression of 
a devotee at the shrine of his saint. 

" Lightfoot is a poor weak boy," he said, in a low voice, 
which had not recovered its calmness whoUy; " he has done 
wrong. B^t the Httle Mountain Dove will forgive him — 
will she not ?" 

"Forgive you, Lightfoot ?" murmured Oannie, almost in- 
audibly, " why, what have you done ?" 

"What was wrong," said the voung man, shakinjf his 
head, sadly. "I cannot conceal anything — my father al- 
ways made me act honestly — I have tried to be the son of 
War Eagle in truth, and this puts the words in my mouth. 
I have done wrong, because I have spoken with my 
eyes to the Dove, as a young pale-face may speak — and 
said, 'I love you.' I am not a pale-face, I am a poor In- 
aian, and inferior to the tribe beyond the Big Water. B i» 
15 
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not right that my father's eon should do this— that h« 
should come to tiie little -white Dove when Bhe has no 
friend near her — when she is a captive in the hands ol 
Lightfoot's tribe — and say, ' I love you, and would have you 
loTe me as your chosen warrior.' No, no," said the young 
Indian, his cheeks fillin g in spite of every effort, and his 
voice trembling, "that is wrong, and my father's spirit 
frowns upon me from the sky !" 

And turning away his head, the speaker uttered a deep 
sigh, which, but for his immense self-control, would have 
turned into a groan. 

The girl blushed and avoided his gaze as he spoke ; but 
now recovering her voice, said in low, broken accents : 

" Tou pain me, Lightfoot ! You hurt Cannie. Do not 
talk thus. I am only a child, and you must love me as be- 
fore — for — for — I love you dearly — dear, dear, Lightfoot !" 

She had not intended it. She never would have uttered 
«he words had she reflected for a single instant upon the 
meaning which he must attach to them. It was an impulse 
of irresistible pity and kindness which carried her away — of 
woman's tenderness for one who loved her and suffered — 
of admiration and old affection, and lonely weakness. She 
burst into a flood of tears as she spoke, and then suddenly 
drew her hand away. 

The young Indian had seized it with passionate tender- 
ness, and covered it with kisses. 

"No — no!" she sobbed; "do not! do not, Lightfoot I I 
did not mean — how unhappy — how miserable I am !" 

And the voice died away in an inarticulate murmur. The 
Indian drew back, and folded his arms. He saw bis terrible 
error in an instant, and in its whole extent. His heart 
turned cold, and with close-set teeth he remained ai 
silent and rigid as a statue, his dark eyes burning with 
a fixed and immovable despair. The girl spoke first : 
her voice was broken and agitated. Sobs interrupted it, ai 
every instant. 
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" I was— -wrong : it was cruel to — ^mislead yoa I will 
not affect — any ignorance of yotir meaning! Will you— 
pardon me? I am not strong and calm like you, Light- 
foot," she continued, wiping her eyes, and continuing more 
calmly, "I am only a child, and I could not help saying 
how much I — cloved you, as my dear, dear friend and play- 
mate, at our dear little home! I did not think — but I wiU 
not speak of that any more ! Indeed, you are very deal 
to me, for you have been kind and good to me always, 
and to grandpapa, and I admire, and look up to you, Lights 
foot. I am only a child yet, and not a woman. You will 
love me, will you not, as a child — as you always loved me — 
and I will love you. Tou'U be my brother and friend, will 
you not, Iiightfoot ?" 

And Cannie, with all the simplicity and innocence of a 
child, looked into the young Indian's agitated face, smiling 
through her tears, and appealing to him, as it were, for care 
anri protection. 

A last contraction of the Indian's features betrayed th« 
depth of the despair which he controlled with a wiU of iron. 
He had conquered himself. His face grew cahn and grava 
B.gisan — ^he returned the confiding look of the girl with one 
of brotherly kindness and affection. 

"I thank the Great Spirit, who has blessed the poor son 
of War Eagle with these moments," he said, raising hia 
noble head and eyes toward heaven, " I thank the Master ol 
life more than all for placing me where I may show the 
young Dove of the mountain that I am her friend. Let her 
cease to remember the wild words which Lightfoot has ut- 
tered — they came from his Hps without asking him to let 
them. But the blood shall flow out of his heart as readily 
tor the Dove who has spoken to him so kindly. Yes, yes, I 
will be your friend. Mountain Dove — the hour is near when 
I will prove it Forget now the words I have spoken, and 
deep. But pray for the poor son of War Eagle first." 

" Oh, yep V' said Cannie, wiping away her tears^ ^lei us 
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pray together as we haye often done at home, Light 
footl" 

And taking the Indian's hand, the young gitl knelt at hit 
side, and murmured a prayer for him, for her grandfather, 
and for all whom she loved. 

It was a touching spectade, to see the young man and 
the girl thus kneeling beside each other in the gloomj 
cavern, only half revealed by the stray gleams of the dying 
fire. They were of different and hostile races — they were 
in deadly peril — the hours that came rapidly would decide 
life or death for them — ^but they prayed. They prayed aa 
tranquilly and hopefully, their hunble prayer, as though 
they knelt at home in the little mountain dweUing. And 
mortals may do as much everywhere. 

When Lightfoot slowly retired, his face was quite calm. 
His great soul was untroubled. He had yielded his heart 
and future to the " Master of Life,'' and was tranquil. 

Fifteen minutes after he had disappeared down the stair- 
case, the Half-breed, who had been concealed in a dark 
aook at the entrance, glided out, and entered the csTOre 
^m which he had just emerged. 
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LXIV. 

-CHE SLAYB iXD HIS M1STBES8. 

^ XHA USTEID by the painfiil conflict of emotion, 
" in the scene -with Lightfoot, Cannie had quickly 
followed his iajimctions, and fallen asleep. 
"When the Half-breed stole, with the stealthy 
Btep of a creepiag tiger, into the apartment, the girl was 
lying upon her couch of dry grass, and breathing regularly 
as she slumbered. The hideous being paused for a moment 
upon the threshold; and then, with a cowed and humble 
air, approaehed the group, his eyes fixed on the form ol 
Miss Argal. 

This man, if he may be called such, was one of those 
strange and anomalous beings who appear from time to 
time on the earth, to falsify, it would seem, every rule and 
maxim in relation to human character. Deformed in body 
and mind — a revolting monster to the eye, and no less a 
repulsive object to the mind — he yet possessed a strange 
sensitiveness to beauty and nobUity, and cowered before 
them as a slave before the whip of the master whom he re- 
cognizes. "We have seen that in the iaterview with Light- 
foot, the Half-breed, in spite of his hatred and jealousy, 
was unable to meet the eye of the young chief. The pres- 
ence of the son of "War Eagle defeated all his calculations — 
his influence in the tribe was seriously lessened —the youth 
had called him a slave, and what was more terrible still, had 
used the word which made his blood boil within him — ^the 
word "lache!" Yet in spite of aU this, in spite of his most 
powerful efforts, he had been compelled, by some irresistible 
power, to crouch before the youth, and bend his book to tha 
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laah, and snbmit his own mil to the nobler nature of hia 
msnlter. 

This singular submission of the lower nature to the higher, 
now influenced him in his feelings for Miss ArgaL Hig 
training and previous life had all tended to degrade the fe 
male sex in his mind. Among the Indians they were 
scarcely more than beasts of burden, and to say that he 
resembled a woman was the most terrible insult that could 
be inflicted on a brave. Nevertheless, the young lady ruled 
him despotically from the first moment of their meeting. 
Her strange and extraordinary beauty, the brilliant fascina- 
tion of her eyes, her exquisite grace of attitude, and luidula- 
ting movements, all impressed him deeply, and made hia 
pulses throb. He had killed her father vyith his own hand, 
and quartered the body. It was the Half-breed who stuck 
the bleeding head upon the stake, and inflicted a last gash, 
as he danced gaily around it, Hke a gobHn of darkness. It 
was his iron clutch which had dragged Miss Argal from her 
chamber, into the light, and his tomahawk had been lifted 
above her head, to dash her brains out. 

The tomahawk had not fallen. The torches had no 
sooner poured their bloody lighi- upon the beauty of the 
young lady, than true to his strange instinct, the Half-breed 
recognized his superior. His arm fell — he recoiled, as it 
were, before her; and then, thriUing with a vague and 
secret pleasure at the thought that she was in his power, 
he had protected her from insult and injury, with the fray 
of a father who guards the person of his beloved daughter. 

At the thought that she was in his power ! Such was really 
the first reflection of the Half-breed — ^the flattering unction 
which he laid to his fierce and degraded soul. He soon dis> 
oovered that their relative positions were reversed. He was 
the slave of her beauty and exquisite gi-ace, and lik* a slave 
he applied himself to the task of waiting on his mistress. 
The burdens which the tribe had placed upon Miss kigsSt 
prettj round ahotlders, and beneath which she had bani 
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dawn, raying, were indignantly removed. He took them on 
his own enonnous back, to appease the Indians, and walked 
by her side, grinning hideously, and conversing with thp 
captive. 

She had soon discovered the influence which she pos- 
sessed over her conqueror, and had applied herself to the 
task, throughout the march, of deriving benefit from it 
Fortunately, a falsehood of the Half-breed prevented the 
poor girl from being bowed down to the ground by the hor- 
rible recollection of her father's dissevered body. She had 
been removed from the buUdiag before the Half-breed slew 
nim; and the monster coolly informed her that he had 
'dBcaped in the darkness, and was unhurt. Thus, Miss 
Axgal, imoppressed by this terrible tragedy, and convinced 
that her father, whom she loved dearly, was safe, gave 
her attention to the conquest of her captor, without effort. 
She had dazzled him with the magnetic lustre of her eyes ; 
sent a shiver through his deformed and rugged frame, by 
touching his huge, knotty hand vdth her own little white 
one, as soft as sstiai; she had smiled upon the Half-breed, 
as she alone knew how to smile; and very soon perfected 
her conquest. Before they reached their place of conceal- 
ment, she had not only secured for herself every comfort 
and convenience, she had also induced her slave to treat 
Cannie and Mrs. Butterton without cruelty, even respect- 
fully. She wotild pass her arm around Cannie when the 
child grew faint, and send the Half-breed to the stream to 
procure water for her. He was her captive, and she used hex 
power to ameliorate the condition of her companions, with 
whom she shared every comfort. 

An d on all this, the strange being had looked with appro- 
bation ajid a species of pleasure. It evidently delighted 
him to humble himself before the beautiful woman. He 
seemed thus to approach nearer to her. He was less her 
abhorrence when she smiled on him, than when she trem- 
Ued before >»"», and recoiled as his captive. And here ww 
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notice anotlier trait in this bloody animai. His physical 
deformity had been, throughout his life, as sore a point 
with him as a clubfoot or a cast in the eye is to a beau or a 
fashionable young lady. He had found himself the terror 
and horror of the Indian maidens. They retreated hastilj 
when he approached them and avoided any chance of meet- 
ing him. One and all of them had striven vainly to conceal 
the mingled fear and disgust which they felt for his person, 
with its crooked, gnarled hmbs, its gigantic torse, its low, 
flat forehead, wide mouth, and protruding tusks. He had 
loved one of these maidens — as he could love — as her slave. 
Her beauty had attracted him and he had sued for her hand; 
but the maiden had almost fainted when his sallow face ap- 
proached her own — when his huge mouth expanded into a 
hideous grin of servile admiration. When he took her hand 
in his great rugged paw, on which the black veins stood out 
like whip-cords, she had shuddered, and drawn it hastily 
away. When he pressed her to tell him what her feeliog 
toward him was, she had replied, with a trembling voice, 
that she was afraid of him; but he read in her pale, sick face 
that she regarded him with irresistible disgust 

Such had been the weakness, such the fortune of the Half 
breed tbxoughout his hfe. He had early left the peaceful 
home of his tribe, and joined the predatory band of the Ca- 
tawbas. On the war-path, in the midst of blood and peril, 
his deformity would not be observed. His great strength 
and ferocity had soon gained for him a conspicuous position 
in tiie tribe. He became a chief, and was what in othei 
walks of life we would call a rapidly rising man. But the 
recollection of his deformity never left him. He yearned 
for some object upon which to expend his pent-up feelings. 
What those feeHngs were he never stopped to inquire, nor 
.io we feel able to describe them. The HaK-breed was a 
aaonster of ferocity and blood, but he was still human, and 
not wholly destitute of human emotion. At times hia crav- 
ing for someUiiug — if only an animal — ^to 1ot« him, WM 
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mormo'ds, irresistible almost. He would remain for day* 
In. his wigwam, scarcely tasting food, brooding over his con- 
dition, and struggling in his benighted and sullen mind to 
understand why he had been created, and what his life 
would be. "When he came forth, and the tribe whispered 
and nodded at him, and followed him with their eyes as his 
squat figure went by — muttering fearfuUj that the Yellow 
Serpent had been communing with spirits — he would gnast 
nis teeth with scorn, and despise the shallow fools, and feel 
that he was alone in the world. Then he would return to 
the war-path with a bloody ardor, which struck terror into 
bU hearts; he would slay women and children without mer- 
cy; he would reap undying honor from his associates — to 
go back and writhe and growl in his den Kke a wounded 
wild animal, whose body is festering with poisonous blood 
and corruption. 

This was the thorn in the ferocious soul of the Half-breed 
— the secret wound which made him mad with pain almost. 
He knew his own mental and physical deformity, the dis- 
gustingly hideous body and mind which he possessed; and 
he cowered before those who were superior to him. He 
crouched in the presence of a pure and noble soul Kke 
Lightfoot's. He obeyed with the alacrity of a slave the 
commands of the beautiful woman who was in his power. 
He waited upon her, and followed her directions like a ser- 
rant. It is true that at times, as he had attempted in the 
presence of Lightfoot, he would struggle to assert the supre- 
macy which he really possessed — the power which he could 
exert over the band — his authority; but the endeavor was 
vain. True to his instinct, as we have said before, he would 
yield in the struggle, bow his head before what he recog- 
nized as above him, and take the position of the slave again, 
awaiting the order of his superior. 

Thus the HaH-Breed was almost delighted when Miaa 
Argal commanded him to do anything. Her subtle instinct 
toon taught her that t'nis was the beat manner of treating 
IB* 
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him. The penetrating eyes of the young lady discerned tha 
secret of her power, and she was not backward in availing 
herself of it. His respect and submission seemed to increase 
with her arbitary demeanor. There was a strange charm, 
too, in thus humbling the master of her fate. As we have 
already said, she used her power like a kind, tender woman, 
to soften the lot of her companions, especially Cannie. She 
had taken a strong fancy to the child indeed, and supplied 
her with every comfort she had. She took off her own 
wrapping and threw it around the little shoulders, and 
seemed really distressed when Cannie would not receive it 
At least the girl should have everything which she could 
procure for her, however; and the slave-master, the HaM- 
Dreed, was calmly directed to bring this or that object for 
Cannie, and attend to all her wants and even wishes. The 
savage would grin and hasten to obey. His reward was 
the approving smile of his empress — that snule which said 
to him, as he basked in it with fierce pleasure, " Others may 
think you are hideous and repulsive, but I am fond of you, 
because you comply with my wishes." It was the long 
sought bakn for his degraded soul — ^the salve which softened 
his festering wound. He could thus forget for a time his 
debasement, and submit his fierce head, like a conquered 
wild animal, with grumbling deUght. to the soft white hand 
which caressed it without fear or disgust. 

Once arrived at their place of concealment, the Half-breed 
had applied himself assiduously to the task of making the 
young lady's retreat, and that of her companions, as comfort- 
able as possible. He had gone to some distance and pro- 
cured a large quantity of dry grass for their couches. Thii 
he had arranged in the most convenient manner; and then 
he had brought a quantity of the hnsey shawls which had 
been stolen, to protect them from the cold air oi the cavern. 
A fire had then been kindled, some supper brought, and tha 
savage had retired as a servant retires after fulfilling tha 
ttmunaBds of his mistress. 
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Erery arrangement connected wiCx the oonoeaiment of 
the tribe had been hurried through by the Half-breed— 
every trace of their presence obliterated. He had finallf 
gone to make a last survey of the horizon, before returning 
to the magnet which attracted him in the cavern abovek 
We have seen how he was detained by Lightfoot, how they 
conversed for a time, and how the young Indian re-entered 
first. When the Half-breed followed him, he found that he 
had mounted to the upper cavern where the three females 
were; and he stealthily glided up the staircase behiad him. 
Concealed in a dark nook of the cave he had heard the en- 
tire conversation between Lightfoot and Cannie, had thrilled 
with a strange awe as they prayed, and remaiued in hii 
place of concealment imtil the young I" 'dan had retired. 
Mid Caamie, as he knew by her regular breathing. 
•sleep. 

B« then entered and approaohe<) Miss ArgfiL 
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gHE young lady stirred in her sleep, and a iroiaav 
ran through her frame. The vicinity of tht 
crouching and hideous figure seemed to exert a 
magnetic influence upon her. 
The Half-breed remained for some time sUent and mo- 
tionless at her side, gazing with a species ol ierocions and 
yet serfile admiration upon the beautiful countenance, 
around which fell the profuse ebon curls — afraid apparently 
to awaken the sleeper. Finally he grew bolder; he crawled 
lite a stealihy panther toward the pillow of the girl, and 
took in his huge knotty fingers, one of the dark curls and 
gazed at it with the air of a child who holds a toy which fiHw 
it with doJight. 

The movement awoke the aleeper, and for an instant she 
gazed with a dreamy air into the revolting mask, rather than 
human countenance, upon which the red gleam of the fire- 
Ught fell, lighting up every repulsive detail- — ^the unake-like 
eyes, the grinning mouth, the hooked nose, and narrow fore- 
head, like a dog's or an ape's- Another tremor ran through 
Miss Argal'd form, and she quickly rose, le&ning upon one 
hand, and looking silently at the HaJf-breed. In this gaze, 
however, there wap no trace of fear. Despite the wild and 
frightful scene, the horrible appearance of the intruder, and 
ite half-darkness of thb cavern, she did not tremble or ex- 
hibit any sign of terror. On the contrary, she recovered 
almost instantly the air of mistress, which we have reftmi 
to, and said in a tone of angc* 
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"Why did you come and wake me?" 

The savage cowered, and retreating two paces, said htun- 
bly, but cunningly : 

" I came to see if the White Raven," such was the name 
he had given her, " was well wrapped up and warm. The 
oave is cold and damp — and she is weary with the journey." 

" WeU," said Miss Argal calmly, " you see tb'tt I am pro- 
Tided for — and now leave me,'' 

The Half-breed made an unconscious motion to obey, fol- 
lowing his instinct — ^but some other impulse counteracted 
the fii'st. 

" Let us talk a little, first," he said, grinning with a polite 
idr. " Let the White Raven talk to the TeUow Serpent." 

" I am weary." 

"Nevertheless you must talk," returned the HaJf-Breed 
obdurately, " you are my captive, and I am not sleepy." 

Miss Argal saw from the tone of these words that she had 
lost a portion of her former power over him, and her mar- 
velous tact made her instantly change her manner and ex- 
pression. 

" Well," she said, "if you treat me as your captive, I must 
submit, and obey you. Of what shall we talk, Yellow Ser- 
pent?" 

The old fascinating glance which had charmed Falcon- 
bridge came back ; and the dangerous smile of the dazzling 
beauty played upon the ugly dwarf, as it had played upon 
the young cavalier. The Half-breed thrilled with a vague 
delight as she looked thus at him, and said : 

" We wiU talk of the future, when you will be the YeUow 
Serpent's wife." 

" Tour wife I" 

" Yes," was the resolute, jilmost savage reply, " you shall 
be my wife ! I have sworn it, and it shall be so. I am 
tinmarried, I am a great brave, and you shall be my wife, or 
I will keep you from being any other wwrrior's wife— yon 
BMut die. or be mine 1" 
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TLe feroeious eyes glared as he spoke, and the lips curled 
fiercely. Instead of becoming angry. Miss Argal smiled more 
sweetly than before. The will of the strange animal pleased 
her, whilst it put her upon her guard and aroused all hei 
finesse to meet the occasion. She assumed the pouting ail 
of a cliild, and with a glance filled with blandishment, said; 

"Why do you wish to have me for your wife, Yellow Sep> 
pent ? Tou say that you are a great brave, if so, why hav« 
you not selected some maiden of your tribe?" 

The hideous face was darkened: the eyes scowled bitterly: 

" Because the maidens despise me, and get sick when I 
go near them," he growled; " they are frightened by my 
ugliness ! You only are not frightened, and I have sworn 
by the Evil Spirit that yon shall be mine. White Eaven — 
mine only! Yc«u need not try to escape me! I will kiU 
myself rather, but I will kill you first. I wiU. be your slave 
if necessary — ^but rather than see you leave me, or spurn 
me, I will plunge my knife into your heart, and we will die 
together !" 

He was ferocious, imperial, as he thus spoke. There was 
something almost attractive in the fierce animal's air. He 
resembled an aroused tiger. It was the beauty of strength 
and bloody determination. 

And instead of frightening Miss Argal, it drew her. Her 
feminine nature, in spite of the disgusting figure of the 
speaker, recognized his power and passion. She looked at 
him almost with pleasure, and said smiling : 

" Well, but suppose you were my husband, how could I 
live away from home, in your land ?" 

"You need not," returned the savage, returning to his 
submissive air, " I will foUow you back and become a white. 
Still there is much to make you go with me. I am no 
common Indian. I am a great chief, and my squaw will be 
a great woman in the tribe. She shall live daintily, every 
one shall wait on her. I will be king in the band, but she 
•ill be the king's king— his beautifu] queen. The tenderest 
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^ame shall be brought to the table of the "White Eaven — th« 
finest plunder shall be her own — the maidens shall danoe 
before her, and she shall wear the handsomest clothes to bft 
got in the settlements." 

" That is well; I lite that, but I cannot go." 
"Why? ToumustI" 
" I cannot." 
" Ton shall I" 

Miss Argal became submissiTe and tranquil She put he« 
Sands to her eyes and murmured : 
" "Why do you speak to me so cruelly ?" 
Some sobs succeeded, and she looked through her tears 
at the Half-breed, -with such a lovely air of uncomplaining 
florrow, that he felt all his anger leave him. He cowered 
before her, and said : 

" The Yellow Serpent did not mean to make the "White 
ilaven cry. He is her slave." 

The young lady dried her tears, and shaking her head, re- 
phed: 

" You act like a master, and I no longer have any regard 
lor you. "When you were kind to me, I hked you ; but now 
I hate you." 

And she turned away her head with an air of offended 
dignity. The HaU-breed was conquered by his captive. Aa 
she yielded to his will, so now he submitted Uke a slave to 
her displeasure. The resolute expression disappeared— his 
eyes sank before her, and he said humbly : 

"The Yellow Serpent did not mean to speak roughly. 
He is no savage — ^he is almost a white, and knows how ten- 
der-hearted the white maidens are. Let the White Eaven 
oecome the wife of the Serpent, and he will be her servant 
for life. He is a HaU-breed, he cares nothing for the Ca- 
lawbas. He will go and live like an Englishman in a house, 
and hunt game, and till the ground, and wait on the "Whiis 
EaveiL He is her friend." 
« Tou do not prove it," said MisB Argal, coldly. 
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"How must I?" 

" Eescue me and my companions." 

« When 1" 

"To-night." 

The savage hesitated and reflected. He evidently doabted. 

" If I do BO," he said at length, " will you go away with 



me 



It was Miss Argal's turn to hesitate — ^it was only for an 
instant however. With her former fascinating snule sh« 
■aid: 

" I wiU go away with you." 

" And be my wife 1" 

"Yes," 

The hideous mask flushed with joy, and a broad grin re- 
vealed the long hog-like teeth. The young lady almost re- 
coiled before the horrible countenance- — she grew faint a^ 
she saw the Half-Breed gaze upon her as a hawk does upon 
a dove which he has nearly caught in his clutches. He 
seized her hand, and would have pressed it to his ugly 
mouth, but she suddenly drew it away, and said with a 
quick return to her air of offended dignity. 

" Let my hand go, and now let us talk of the means ol 
escape. How will you devise it ?" 

The HaU-breed drew back humbly, and said : 

" I must think of that But it will be impossible to tak« 
the others." 

And he pointed to Mrs. Butterton and Cannie. Miss 
Argal assumed an air of resolute determination, and replied: 

" Then I will not go with you," 

'•Not go r 

" No — unless you rescue them, too 1" 

" Why, what do you care for them ?" 

" They are my friends — I love the little one dearly." 

And bending over the young girl, she smoothed with a 
■oft hand Cannie's disordered tresses. Her smile, as she 
ttnu caressed the little head, was oue of exquisite sweetnaai^ 
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Mid showed how much warmth of heart was concealed be- 
neath the warped and strangely disturbed nature of tha 
poor girL Her savage companion was not unaffected by tha 
manner of the young lady. He was evidently pleased, and 
■aid at length : 

" I will try. But you at least shall be rescued. I am 
tired of my life in the band, and have been thinking that 
you are right in wanting to return to the white settlements. 
Yes, I will give up the war-path ! I will go back with you — 
White Eaven, you shall make me a paJe-face, Hke my father." 
The snake-Uke eyes grew thoughtful, £ind even soft, as the 
man spoke, and he plainly returned in memory to some 
scene of the past. Miss Argal caught the changed manner 
with her quick and acute iastinct, and said : 
" Was your father a white ?" 
Tes," returned the Half-breed, " he was a hunter wh<; 
married an Indian girl, of the Catawbas. My mother died 
when I was a baby, and my father soon afterward. The 
tribe took me, and one day my old granny, who nursed me, 
showed me where my father and mother were buned in the 
woods by Belle Kiviere — which the English caU the Ohio. 
I never cried but once — ^I cried that day. Tes, I did cry 
afterwards when granny was killed by a white — I split his 
head with my tomahawk though ! I wanted him to come 
to, afterwards, to stick burning sphnters in his body, and 
roast bim till he yelled and died in the flames !" 

The scowl had come back, — the bloody instinct was re- 
fived: — but it disappeared again, very soon before the smiles 
of his companion. She had evidently marshalled aU of her 
attractions for the task of subduing to her wiU, and making 
a dave of, the singular being in whose power she found her- 
sel£ No one could have discovered in her air or expression 
the least indication of disgust, as she looked at and spoke to 
him. Her smUe was as dazzling, her qyes dwelt upon hia 
countenance with as pleased and gratified a look, as if it waa 
tbe face of a gaJlajit young gentleman, and not a gaIlo>w, do- 
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formed ape. In half an hour her dominie n over him wtt 
complete. He was gazing at her with a species of snbmis- 
Bive ecstasy: the soft hand, figuratively speaking, had 
smoothed with its caresses the bristling head of the animal, 
and with delighted growls, he crouched and cowered at the 
feet of his mistress and keeper. 

The details of the project of escape were quickly arranged. 
A.t daylight the Half-breed would return to the cavern 
where she slept — and pass through the fissure in the roof ol 
the highest cave to the area above, with the three women—- 
he would leave Mrs. Butterton and Cannie at a place of safety 
near a neighboring fort, — and then he and Miss Argal would 
proceed to a spot in the Alleghanies, where a New Light 
missionary lived, and be married, Afterwarda they would 
seek the northern settlements. 

This was the Half-breed's plan. It is unnecessary to say 
that it was not Miss Argal's. Her design was to escape 
without the assistance of the Half-breed ; — ^her coUoquy 
on the subject had a very simple object. That object was 
the discovery of the means which her captor would make 
use of to effect the escape. She had attained a knowledge 
of all now: — ^the fissure in the upper cave would permit them 
to pass: — and long before daybreak, they would all be far 
away. 

As this thought passed through her mind. Miss Argal be- 
atowed upon the Half-breed, her most winning and confid- 
ing smUe. She graciously gave him her hand to kiss — sub- 
mitted to the ceremony without moving a muscle — and then, 
declaring that she needed rest, smiled him out of the cav- 
ern. 

The animal went away, shuddering with ill-concealed de- 
light, and gazing on the young woman until an abutment of 
the rock hid her from his view. 

With a sneering smile. Miss Argal then turned, and haa> 
lily, bat with a wary hand, awoke her oompaitiona. 
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^HE three women consulted for some time jD 
animated whispers, and their plan was rapidly 
formed. 

They would remain quiet until the Indians 
went to sleep; and then, when the cavern was all silent, and 
occupied only by slumbering forms, would steal up the 
staircase into the cave above, ascend to the next, then to the 
next — and finally make their exit through the fissure in the 
roof of the last. Thereafter, escape would not be difficult. 
As soon as day-light came they would be able to make their 
way back by the path which they had followed in coming 
— ^the broken twigs would direct them. 

"And then, Cannie," said Miss Argal, placing her arm 
around the girl, drawing the little head dovm to her bosom, 
and kissing the white brow ; " then, Cannie, dear, you will 
get back to your grandfather, and we will all be happy 
again." 

" Oh, yes 1 I long to see grandpapa I" returned the girl, 
clasping her hands; " he is miserable about me, I know, and 
would be following me, if he had not been wounded — Oh I 
80 cruelly wounded 1" 

A sob accompanied the words. 

'There, don't cry," said the young lady, smoothing the 
girl's curls, " hope for the best — and one thing which I rely 
apon more than aU, is just what you have spoken of — a par- 
ty must be coming to rescue us. I know they are coming." 

" Tes," said Mrs. Butterton, " Captain Wagner will no* 
■Uy long— bnt oh 1 my poor, poor &ther 1' 
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And a sob, deeper than Gannie's, cauie from the 'warm- 
hearted woman's lips. 

" Captain Wagner -will surely come," said Miss ArgaJ, a 
shadow of anguish passing orerher countenance, "and — Mr. 
Falconbridge 1" 

She paused a moment, overcome apparently by some cniel 
ffiiemory: then controlling her emotion, added : 

" We must go, however, and meet them. That is part of 
imy plan. The Indians will follow us, unless they are afraid 
but the pursuers will not suffer them to re-capture us." 

" We will trust in. God, at least," said Cannie, with touch- 
ing simplicity; " you know if we trust in Him He will not de- 
Bert us; and all He does is for the best." 

Miss Argal did not reply. She seemed suddenly absorbed 
in painful reflection, continuing to caress the girl's hair 
Then she turned her dark eyes upon the little face, and 
gazed at Cannie with an expression of such hopeless anguish 
that it made the girl's countenance flush with pity and sym- 
pathy. No one could have recognized ia the changed fea- 
tures of Miss Argal, the proud and impenal woman of the 
past. The penetrating eyes no longer glittered with their 
dazzling and seductive magnetism; the lips no longer curled 
with disdain or provoking coquetry. The eyes were bathed in 
moisture — the lips quivered. The drooping lashes nearly 
rested upon the pale cheek; and as Cannie gazed, tear aftei 
teax flowed sUently down, and fell upon her upturned face. 

"You are crying I" said the girL " Oh! what are youcry- 
iag for?" 

The arm of the young lady tightened its fold arotmd the 
slender form, and bending down her head, she pressed a kiss 
npon the girl's lips, and burst into tears. 

" T am crying because I am so bad, and you make me so 
ashamed," she said in a broken voice; "I am so untruthfnl 
and bad, and miserable ! Oh I Cannie ! what you have said 
breaks my heart I — ^for I do not trust in God I I have teied 
but I connotl I cannot 1 I am evil and miserable! and He 
hates me 1" 
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• Oh, no I" returned the girl, mingling her tears with 
those of her companion, " He does not hate you ! He can- 
not, if you feel that you have done wrong and ask His for- 
giveness 1" 

'' I cannot ask it ! I am unfit to pray ! Once I prayed 
at mamma's knees — ^bnt I have not prayed for years — ^I hav* 
done so much evil! But — ^but — Cannie — do you know I" — 

And the poor girl sobbed conTulsively. 

" Do you know — I am — my mind is not sound — I am out 
of my head — sometimes! — always, I think: — and I have 
thought that He -mil pardon a poor — miserable — insane girl 
— for her wickedness ! Oh ! teach me to pray, Cannie — ^you 
pity me and do not turn away — ^I almost think God will for- 
give me if you kneel and ask Him to. May I kneel down 
with you?" 

Cannie scarcely knew how, but in a moment she was 
kneeling upon the floor of the cavern — ^between the two wo- 
men ia the same posture — and praying in a low, broken, but 
earnest voice. She could not tell how the words came — she 
did not hesitate an instant, nevertheless ; her prayer was 
tearful, impulsive, and filled with deep feeling. 

When she rose. Miss Argal leaned her head upon the ten- 
der bosom, encircled Cannie's neck with her arm, and sob- 
bing, exhausted, trembling with emotion, whispered faintly 
in her ear: 

" I think God has heard me, and forgiven me." 

The dying firelight no longer fell upon a countenance full 
of anguish and shame: — a sad smile played over the lip» 
and half-dosed eyes : — the heart pressed to the heart d 
the child, beat tranquilly. 

At a*- «ame momept Lightfoot entered the c*t«c» 
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THE BITAIi or THE HAJJF-BBEXDa 

|HE young Indian approached the groap with tim 
silent tread of his race, and pausing before them, 
folded his arms and said : 
" I have come to show the MountaiQ Doto and 
her companions that they have a friend." 

(jaiiuie raised her head eagerly, and filing an earnest) 
blushing look upon the Indiaik, murmured : 

" Will you go away with us, Lightfoot ?" 

The Indian inclined his head. 

" The tribe are going to sleep. Soon they will be slum- 
bering. Then I will carry you oS, and place you on the 
homeward path." 

Cannie clasped her hands and gazed so gratefully into 
Lightfoot's face, that the blo(>d rushed to his cheeks, and it 
required all his seH-contral io suppress the tremor which 
ran through his frame. He did suppress it, however : in a 
moment he had recovered his presence of mind: and obey- 
ing a gesture from the girl, he came silently, and sat down 
near the group. 

Their plans were quickly communicated to him, and the 
expression of eye which greeted the announcement, was one 
of unmistakable satisfaction. His reply was, U'at theiz 
plan wa* his own. He had thought at once of +he fissure 
in the upper cave, and he came to prepare them for the 
moment, when he would silently conduct them to the 
{dace. 

Xhej oonveraed thus for a quarter of an hoar in vhit- 
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peis, and arranged all the details of the scheme. Ab sood 
as the savages, in the lower cave were sank in deep sleep, 
they would be able to put their project in execution: and aa 
there were many indications of the fact that the braves 
were, one by one, yielding to their long day's journey, the 
realization of the hopes of the party did not seem very far 
distant. 

Lightfoot remaicfid then, silent and motionless in hii 
place, listening with the keen ear of the Indian, to all noises 
which ascended in muffled murmurs from below. One by 
one these noises died away ; — the mutter^ 'd " Oughs " of the 
warriors, as they wrapped their blankets iround them, and 
addressed thsmselves to sleep, became less and less fre- 
quent : — finally aU sounds lapsed into silence, with the 
exception of the heavy breathing which indicated the slum- 
ber of the tribe. 

It was no part of the young Indian's plan, however, to 
carry out his enterprise at once. He was well acquainted 
with the echoing peculiarities of the cavern — and his de- 
sign was to wait patiently until the troubled sleep of the 
warriors became a very heavy, log-like insensibility : and 
this would not take place for an hour or two. By thai 
time, the sentinel also would be nodding over the fire, and 
they might proceed without difficulty to their undertaking. 

This had been communicated to the three women, and by 
the advice of Lightfoot, they had lain down to snatch the 
hasty slumber requisite to support them in their flight. All 
obeyed, and worn out with excitement, were soon asleep. 

Lightfoot remained thus silent and motionless for two or 
three hours, wearily listening, when, aU at once, a cautious 
step descended the winding staircase from the upper cav- 
ern. He rose, for this could scarcely be one of the Indians 
With his hand on his knife he waited. Then at sight of 
the fi.gure which appeared at the mouth of the cavern, he 
attered a low exclamation of astonishment 

It vae the %axe of Falconbridge. 
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Lxvin. 

THE UABOH OF THE ETJNTEBS. 

gHE appearance of Falconbridge is essilj ax* 
plained. 
Captain "Wagner and Ms companions had no 
Booner crept to their hidden position on the 
brow of the opposite precipice, and concealed themselves 
beneath the heavy foliage of the dense pines, than a council 
of war was called. 

The question to be determined was a simple o,v.i. Should 
they make an attack before nightfall upon thfe tHjeapants of 
the cavern, trusting to their superior arms, or wait until 
midnight, when the band was asleep, and then surprise 
them, and put them to the knife? Some members of 
the party advocated the former plan, and urged the fact 
that the Indiana were, no doubt now, according to their 
invariable habit, overcome with liquor. They had certainly 
carried oS from the Ordinary as much rum as suJEced, by 
the account of the servant who had escaped — and nothing 
would be easier than to pile up brush at the mouth of cav- 
ern, set fire to it, and force the Indians to an open combat, 
as the alternative of being suffocated by the dense smoke. 

This proposition found favor with numerous memberi 
of the party, but they waited to hear the opinion of Cap- 
tain Wagner. The Borderer, who had listened attentively, 
and when the speaker ceased, closed his eyes, and with knit 
brows reflected rapidly, now shook his head, and growled . 

"It won't do! Friend Huger, your scheme is a good 
>3ne, I don't deny, and shows that you have been after thia 
•ort of game before — but there's a flaw in it, that kiU& I 
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don't object to smokiiig the ooppeivfaced devils, and anSo- 
eating 'em; if I could do it, I would put every Injun in 
America in the big cave I've heard of, in the Blue Ridge up 
the valley yonder, heap up whole pine trees at the mouth, 
Bet em afire, and smoke my pipe with pleasure as I heard 
'em yelling and howling in the death agony. That would 
be good sport, or the devil take me I But it won't do here J 
These varmints are not the only people in the cave. 

" To our certain knowledge there are three ladies in the 
hands of these miscreants, ilrs. Butterton, Miss Argal, and 
Uttie Miss Caunie from the mountaia yonder, George says. 
Now the smoke would suffocate the women, too, and that's 
not a part of our plan. I accordingly reject it, as commandant 
of the troop, and will give my own views, which I shall 
carry out, unless they are met by others better. I know the 
' Devil's Grarden ' by heart. There is a path from this ridge 
along the precipice, which will take us from one side of the 
gulf to the other. I propose that we wait imtil past mid- 
night, when the scoundrels will be dead asleep — and then we 
can make the attack. We can approach in either of two 
ways. The cave can be entered from the opening yonder 
where the two savages were talking, or through a cleft in 
the rock above, near the strange rock like a man. We may 
then rescue the women, and make an end of the whole 
party." 

This proposition was unanimously approved of, and the 
hunters concealed themselves more carefuUy, awaiting the 
hour when they were to commence their march along the 
■winding path toward their enemies. 

The moon had risen some ticae before, slowly ascending 
like a shield of fire above the wild eastern ranges, and now 
poured a flood of splendor upon the gigantic pinnacle which 
towered above; on the yawning chasms and gHnimering 
masses of piled up rock: on the gorges bristling with droop- 
ing evergreens; and on the river which glittered in its rays 
like a writhing serpent. The great orb shone tranquil^ 
16* 
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and the yellow light slept on the weird scene as pea^sefollj 
as though it were untenanted by mortal — not the lurkijig< 
place of deadly foes who would soon grapple in a mortal 
struggle. 

At ten paces from the rest of the hidden party, George 
and Falconbridge conversed in low tones of their fears and 
hopes, and all the emotions of their hearts. Long before, 
indeed from the first moment of their meeting almost, they 
had become bosom friends: heart spoke to heart : each re- 
cognized a brother: and now, on the perilous border, in the 
wild night, with those whom they loved more than Ufe in 
mortal danger, the bond of brotherood was drawn closer 
still, until the two natures almost were combined into one. 
Each trembled with vague dread of the result of the in- 
tended attack. Would they arrive in time ? Had not the 
Indians, even now, put their captives to death ? Were Ber- 
tha Argal and Cannie Powell still breathing, or had they 
fallen victims, hours before, to the savage cruelty Which had 
slain young children at the Ordinary, and dismembered the 
dead body of the unhappy Mr. Argal ? 

So the two young men passed the long hours in shudder- 
ing dread — ^impatient, longing, panting for the contest — 
eager for the signal which would solve their doubts and end 
their fears. 

At last it came. Captain Wagner passed the word cau- 
tiously along the line, and taking the head of the party, set 
forward on the precipitous and almost imperceptible path 
which wound down the steep declivity. It was only to be 
followed by careful observation, leading, as it did, beneath 
the dense foliage of the evergreens, along the edge of the 
precipice, where the moon's rays scarcely penetrat«d — and 
more than one of the party, winding, single file, down into 
the gorge, had to grasp the drooping boughs to prevent 
themselves from being hurled into the chasm beneath. 

At last the bed of the small stream was reached, and ih< 
body of hunters commenced the ascent of the towering pin< 
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nade. This wotild have been entirely out of the question 
near the outer edge, which was, as we have said, a sheer 
precipice of five hundred feet, but at the point which they 
bad reached, about a quarter of a naile from the precipice, 
it was possible to ascend, though this even was an under- 
taking of great diflGlculty. The masses of rock in the patii 
of the party were huge and almost impassable — the tangled 
r^mderwood very nearly a complete barrier — ^but the trianed 
and active hunters overcame aU obstacles, and slowly made 
their way, preceded by Captain Wagner, toward the sum* 
mit. 

It was nearly daybreak. Already faint streaks began to 
appear in the eastern sky, the harbingers of dawn; and all 
was more profoundly quiet in th^ wild scene than even upon 
the night before. 

At last the party reached the top, and a hurried consul- 
tation was held. The result was that an examination ol 
the fissure, and the entrance to the cavern beneath the man's 
bust, should be made, and to the latter Captain Wagner 
addressed himself. Falconbridge, his second in command, 
repaired with a portion of the hunters to the fissure. 

He soon reached it, and bidding the men await his re- 
turn, let his body down through the yawning aperture, into 
which the moon's rays plunged, and felt his feet base theia- 
selves upon a jutting crag near the entrance. From thai 
abutment, he found no difi&culty in picking his way, though 
it required great caution, into the cavern nearest the sum- 
mit. 

From this he descended, directed by chance gleams of 
fire-light Alaying upon the roof, to the next, then to the 
aext and so to the cave in which Lightfoot was watch- 
ing over the slumbers of Mrs. Butterton, Csuinie, ani Miu 
Axgti. 
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CHE eon OF WAB EAaLB. 




I'/ £%iit of the young man, as we haye aaid, 

juightfoot, wlio had risen to his feet, with hig 
hand on his knife, uttered a low guttural excla- 
mation of astonishment. 

The two persons, who represented so nobly the great 
races from which they drew their blood, remained for some 
moments motionless, surveying each other without speak- 
ing. They were strongly contrasted, and yet singularly 
alike in those subtler and less jjerceptible traits which un- 
derlie the mere outward appearance. There was the same 
frank gaze, clear, penetrating, unshrinking — the look of the 
eagle upon the sun : the same proud simplicity of attitude ; 
the same erect carriage of person. They stood thus, no 
inapt representatives and types of the Caucasian and the 
Indian — the civilized European and the untutored North 
American — ^the court and the trackless wilderness. 

Their glance was not one of hostility or suspicion. Each 
had recognized in the other a pure and noble soul — ^but still 
the inevitable circumstances of their position made them 
use due caution. It was not two boys filled with chimerical 
ideas of human goodness and unwavering confidence, who 
stood thus, confronting each other. They were strong 
men — with their feelings deeply aroused — opposed at a 
eritical moment, on a critical occasion. 

Lightfoofc, without removing his hand from his knife, said 
in a low tone ; 

' Why is the young pale-face in the heart of his eoe* 

ir 
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Faiconbridge pointed to Miss Argal, and replied : 

"I came to seek her." 

"She is your friend?" 

"More than my friend." 

" The young man uttered the words with such dangeroiu 
animation and distinctness, that Lightfoot raised his han^ 
quickly, and said in a whisper : 

"Hist! Beware how you speak so loudly. The mem* 
bers of the tribe will wake at the noise, and your blood will 
flow." 

" I care not," returned Falconbridge, who gazed with 
flushed cheeks at Miss Argal as she slumbered serenely, a 
happy smile playing fitfully upon her Hps; "so she is saved 
from the diabolical cruelty of these savage beasts, I count 
my own life as nothing." 

The words affected Lightfoot like a blow. His head rose 
haughtily, and he fixed upon Falconbridge one of those 
burning glances which seem to measure the foe — as a tiger 
measures the enemy upon whom he is about to spriag. 
But the emotion of rage was plainly instinctive. It did not 
last. The expression of menace disappeared almost as 
quickly as it came, and a deep sadness fell Hke the shadow 
of a cloud on the flashing eyes and proud hp. With droop- 
ing head, the Indian murmured : 

" Be silent ! I am the son of War Eagle, and in other 
days the blood of hirn who uttered such words would have 
run out of his heart ! But my heart is changed. Lightfoot 
no longer strikes in this quarreL His heart says, ' Yes, my 
tribe ifl cmel, te bloody ' — ^but he is still a Catawba, a chief. 
Let the young pale-face respect the feelings of a chief." 

The noble voice went to the heart of Falconbridge. Hia 
cheeks reddened with impulsive shame, at thus wounding, 
onnecessarily, the feelings of his companion. He stretched 
out his hand, and said, frankly : 

«I would beg forgiveness — ^I meant not to hurt you, son 
at War Eagle. Let us epeak not as foee, but aa brothen 
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for I know, I feel, that you are here as the protecto* of 
women and children. I would know that even if one of 
those children were not this one before mb." 

And he pointed to Cannie. 

The Indian gravely took the proffered hand, and then 
said : 

"Does the young pale-face come to rescue the young 
woman ?" 

"Yes." 

" Does he come alone ?" 

And the penetrating eyes of the Indian chief looked full 
into the eyes of his companion. Falconbridge replied, with 
ready, presence of mind, that he alone had made his way to 
the cavern. He felt instinctively that in this critical mo- 
ment, when the aid of Lightfoot was of inestimable value, 
it would be whoUy unnecessary and equally cruel to present 
to him the tragic alternative of acting with his own tribe 
against the whites, or with his adopted people against the 
Indians. He evaded thus the question, and added quickly : 

"What plan of escape have you devised?" 

Lightfoot, in low, rapid tones, explained everything, and 
added: 

"The hour has nearly arrived. The band are sleeping— 
I will go and reconnoitre. But before the son of War Eagle 
goes, let him say to the young pale face that his tribe are 
not whoUy fierce and cruel — they are very noble often, 
though their eyes are different from the eyes of the whiteii 
The Good Spirit made the world of land and water, and val- 
ley and mountain — he traced out the rivers, and roUed 
round the seasons, through the hours of unremembered 
years, for all the tribes of all the mighty nations. He gave 
to one of these great tribes, the whites, another land — ^to us 
he gave the prairies blooming with a hundred flowers — ^the 
great wide forests — the pathless lakes — and lofty mouatains. 
We lived in the prairies, and upon the mountains — we pad- 
dled on the lakes. The Evil Spirit often made as fight vitk 
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«$ther; bui not always. Then came the pale-faoes, and 
they dyed the soil -with the blood of braves. "Wherever an 
Indian met a white, he met an enemy — ^it was life or death. 
This has made aU the tribes so bloody — this makes the EtU 
Spirit laugh, and triumph. The son of War Eagle felt hia 
heart turn cold within 'h^m — he wandered from his tribe — 
one day a prophet of the whites spoke to him of the Son of 
the Great Spirit, and he listened. Then he left his people, 
and became a believer. To-day he would not bear his knife 
against either — ^he would turn away, and bury his sufferings 
in silence. If the knife strikes him, let it strike — ^he will 
die a Christian chief of the Catawbas !" 

With these words, the young Indian left the cavern, and 
noiselessly descending the winding stair to the cave be- 
neath, disappeared from the eyes of his companion. Fal- 
conbridge looked after him for a moment, then hastily going 
to Miss Argal's side, laid his hand upon her arm. 

The young lady opened her eyes, and gave a qui k start, 
as she saw Falconbridge. Then covering her fao€ with hM 
huids, she murmured with burning blushes' 

" Do not spo^k to me- -I am not irorOtf', ' 
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OHAPTEE LXX. 

THB CONFESSION. 

JALCONBEIDGE displayed an emotion eves 
greater than that of his companion. His face 
flushed with passionate emotion, and his breast 
heaved, as he gazed upon the woman whom he 
loved, even more than ever it seemed to him, now that she 
was helpless and surrounded by bloody enemies. 

The nature of this man was one of those which remem- 
bers the good and forgets the bad. He no longer recalled 
ihe terrible wrong which the young lady had inflicted upon 
him— he no longer thought of her as the woman who had 
trifled with him, broken his heart, and laughed in his face 
when he suffered. She was only the poor stricken girl 
whose wiLL and heart were diseased by an awfnl visitation 
of the Supreme Buler of the universe — he thought of her, 
as *Ke struggled in her father's arms that day, and cried, 
" ■■ .o\<^ liim only " — ap she looked when she caa>« with 
Btt earning eyes, and broken accents, and prayers for pardon, 
to return his mother's ring. As he ooked at her now, and 
heard her murmur, "Do not speak to me — I am not worthy," 
his heart was filled with an inexpressible love and pity." 

Of the feelings of the young lady herself, it is scarcely 
necessary to speak. The change which had taten place in 
her whole being has been described— we have rapidly 
touched upon, with a sort of fear, at undertaking such a 
picture, the scene when another light than that of earth il- 
InmLaated the gloomy depths of her soul: — and we know 
thus what she felt in looking upon the victim of her untruth 
and cruelty. 
She scarcely dared to meet his eyes, and turned away 
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eoYering her bluslies of shame, as we have said, -with hei 
Juuids. For more than a mimite Falconbridge did not speak 
— emotion had overcome him. Then he regained his self- 
possession, and said: 

"Do you think that I remember the past, with bittemesB? 
No, I do not. Look up, it is a faithful, devoted friend wlio 
speaks to you." 

" How can I ?" murmured the young lady, removing her 
hands from her face, but averting her head; " I am fiUeJ 
with such shame, sir, that it almost kills me !" 

" Do not speak thus I Do not even refer to the past I" 
" I must," she said in a low tone, glancing with unutter- 
able sadness at him, and then looking away again, " I must, 
Mr. Palconbridge, for I have acted toward you in so base a 
manner, that it almost breaks my heart to think of it. But 
do not think too crueUy of me ! One of my bitterest pangs, 
even here in this gloomy place, where I have so much else 
to make me miserable, is the recollection of my dishonorable 
conduct toward yourseK Do not interrupt sir," she said, 
as he was about to speak, and gazing now with sorrowful 
and shrinking modesty into hie face; " do not stop me, Mr. 
Falconbridge. Tou know I am a poor insane creature, and 
I know not whether I shall have the mind or memory to 
speak as I wish to speak to you, if I do not go en now. I 
say, that I have been guilty of dishonor to you, and I must 
confess it all, before I can feel that you have forgiven it — I 
do not know if you can. You came to the Valley, and from 
our first meeting I determined to engage your affection, that 
I and my father might be compelled to live no longer in this 
solitude. I practiced upon you those wiles which it is the 
sad misfortune of woman to possess — ^I succeeded in my 
aim and then I deceived you, basely, dishonorably, shame- 
fully!" 

Her face was crimson as she spoke. The effort which sh# 
made in thus speaking, was plainly immense, passiooaU, 
eraeL 
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"I met Lord Fairfax," she went on, " and 1 broke my faith 
with you — ^I treated you as no lady oaoi treat a genUeman 
without degrading herself; I sneered at you when you com- 
plained; turned my back when you remonstrated; when 
you begged me with that deep love which should have been 
my pride, and honor, to be true to my phghted word, I laughed 
in your face. Mr. Falconbridgel" said the young lady with 
quivering lips and hands which trembled so much that they 
were almost unable to put back the mass of raven curia 
which fell over her face, " Mr. Palconbridge, it almost kiUa 
me to utter these words I — it maJses me sick at heart 1 — I am 
BO humiliated and degraded in my own eyes, that I could 
sink through the earth for shame 1 But I must speak! 
Yes, sir I behaved toward the most honorable and noble 
gentleman I've ever known in a manner which I can scarcely 
beUeve as I think of it — ^I repeat it, with base, base dis- 
honor ! — and on my knees I beg, I pray your forgiveness 1 
Stop, Mr. Falconbridge 1 — do not speak — ^let me add what I 
know you are thinking at this moment — let me teU you my 
only excuse for this terrible conduct. But I need not — I 
Bee in your eyes that you have recalled it. Oh, yes, sirl 
that is my sole excuse — it is something, is it not, sir? 1 
was only a poor miserable creature — with my head whirling, 
my mind unsound — my heart depraved and awfully wicked ! 
I was not always so, sir! Once I was true and pure — 
mamma taught me to be good and tender — ^but i could not 
remain so ! Against my better nature I acted witi awful de- 
eeption — ^I wounded you, and made you suffer without pity! 
— but — ^but, through it all — ^I can scarcely find strength to 
confess it, for you may misunderstand me — it escaped me, 
papa says, in that mad attack which you witnessed — I — 
loved you, — ^Edmund! — as you ^oved me- -with my whole, 
entire heart ! — ^you only ! Do not think me unmaidenly !" 
ahe sobbed, turning away, and blushing to the roots of hei 
hair; " do not think that I wish you to return to mel That 
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titer this terrible night I We can never meet more, but I 
am changed, and I can pray for you — ^I can pray to God to 
forgive me my great sin — as I pray you humbly to do so — 
you, whom I have wronged so terribly and basely 1" 

She stoppe-i, sobbing convulsively, — overcome by the wo- 
ful confession, so repugnant to a woman: shaken by a depth 
and poignancy of shame and ang^uish which no words can de- 
scribe. 

And Falconbridge was as passionately moved as herseli 
Her words had struck him like sharp arrows, recalling as they 
did all his suffering, his long agony, his despair. This wi»5 
Dot the dominant feeling in the breast of luhe young man, 
however. An unutterable compassion and tenderness made 
his heart throb. Hi a frame trembled, and he vainly essayed 
to speak. In a few moments, however, he had mastered his 
agitaiion, and had opened his lips, when suddenly Lightfoot 
Btood beside them. 

" Come ! — ^there is no moment to lose I" said the Inditm 
in a low, quick voice, " the sentinel is asleep, and the day is 
breaking 1" 

The TndiflTi cautiously awoke Mrs. Butterton and Cannia 
■6 he spoke — and they silently rose from their couchea, 
Falconbridge had only time to bend over Miss ArgaJ, to press 
her hand to his lips and say in a deep broken voice 

"I forgive you from my hea** I May God forgive all f«^. 
(Ids as completely I** 
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LXXL 

THE lUOHT. 

|HE three women quickly made their pnpufr 
tions, and signified their readiness to follow then 
guides. 
Lightfoot went in front, cautioning the mem- 
bers of the party, in a low tone, to make no noise; and thns 
gliding like shadows, they ascended the first flight of steps, 
leading to the next cavern above. 

There, Lightfoot paused a moment to Keten. His quick 
ear seemed to have caught some slight soiand of hostile im- 
port. Bending his head, lite a crouching wild animal, his 
keen eyes plunged into the half-darknees, his acute ears 
strove to discern the repetition of the noise. It seemed to 
have existed only in his imagination; and with a silent 
movement of the hand, he motioned to the party to fol- 
low. 

The ascent became steeper and more difficult. In more 
than one place the steps of the huge staircase were wanting, 
and the women had to be lifted in the arms of their compan- 
ions. Palconbridge and Lightfoot, it may easily be be 
lieved, experienced singular emotisn as the forms of those 
whom they loved were thus clasped in their airms, resting 
apon their hearts. The young Indian was stiU agitated by 
the cruel scene of his disappointment in the cavern: hie&ce 
glowed as he lifted the girl, and with all the respeoi and 
tenderness of a brother, placed her safely upon the ledge 
above. And if such an emotion invaded the breast of light- 
foot, what a rash of painful delight must Falconbrid^ haw 
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felt, as Miss Argal's cheek nearly touched his cwn, as he( 
dark cuils brushed against his bosom 1 

But it was no time for reflection — no time to iadolga 
tiiese inevitable emotions of the youthful heart. The mo- 
ments rushed onward, winged with terrible peril — all was at 
stake; the issues of life and death must soon be decided. 

The party hurried onward as rapidly as the broken and 
iagged pathway would permit. They had ascended thus 
very nearly to the entrance, and were mounting the last pre- 
cipitous staircase leading to the fissure in the pavement 
above, beyond which lay hope, freedom, Ufe. Lightfooi 
again raised Cannie, and then assisted Mrs. Butterton to 
ascend. Palconbridge held out his arms for Miss Argal, and 
she obeyed his gesture. 

The young man and the girl were thus clasped, as it were 
in each other's embrace, when a roar Hke that of a furious 
wild beast was heard, and followed by twenty Indians, the 
Half-breed rushed up the staircase. He had gone to seek 
Miss Argal, had discovered the escape of the three women, 
and hastily calling to his companions, followed them. 

He had arrived just in time to see Miss Argal clasped to 
the bosom of Falconbridge, and the sight aroused in him 
the furious devil of blood and death. By a superhuman 
bound he reached the plateau beneath the fissure, just as the 
three women were thrust upward by their companions — but 
in ^ite of his reckless daring he recoiled. 

Falconbridge had seized a huge mass of rock, and lifting 
it above his head, hurled it downward. The Half-breed 
avoided it by a movement to one side as rapid as Hghtning, 
and it reboimded from the jagged floor, burst into fragments, 
and sent throughout the gloomy caverns a sombre roar, 
echoing and rebellowiag from side to side. 

Lightfoot and Falconbridge took instant advantage of the 
diversion, and passing through the opening, found them- 
Belves in the air above, in the midst of the party of hnnten 
who were rushing to their assistance. 



d74 FAIRFAX; OB, 

The Indians appeared at the fissure, their red faces dis 
torted with rage and ferocity — above all, the hideous cotin- 
fcenance of the Half-Breed, which resembled that of some 
horrible demon, wild with rage and disappointment. But 
at sight of the hunters armed to the teeth, with levelled 
rifles, the heads disappeared, amid cries of fury and fear. 
A volley from the whites followed, and a howl frc m the cav- 
ern replied to it. More than one of the savages had been 
killed by the unerring balls. 

Then a new phenomenon appeared. At the moment when 
the hunters were hastily reloading their pieces, a dense 
cloud of lurid smoke rose slowly through the fissure, and as- 
cended ia the first rays of morning. Captain Wagner's 
quick eye had discerned, from his position at the moiith ol 
the cavern, the escape of the captives — he had quickly 
heaped together vast quantities of dry boughs — these had 
been set on fire, and in the midst of the thick smoke his men 
advanced to the attack. 

The smoke swept upward toward the more elevated cav- 
ern in which the entire tribe, by this time, were assembled. 
Thus the captives huddled together upon the lower floor 
were unharmed. Their bonds were qiiickly cut, and the 
•women escaped — the men seized arms from the floor and 
joined the whites. 

At the head of his party, thus swollen in numbers, Cap- 
tain Longknife rushed up the staircase of the cavern, firing 
his pistols. Volleys from the hunters behind him were add- 
ed — and very soon they had arrived within sight of the fis- 
aure. 

The huge borderer presented an appearance almost fright- 
fnL His shaggy black hair and beard were singed by the 
flames — ^his bulky form looked gigantic amid the clouds of 
Bjuoke — with his immense sabre whirled above his head, he 
stxnck right and left with a fury which made him resemble 
•ome mad giant of the old mythology. 

Uore iban once the crjoi " Longknife! Longknife I" ia- 
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Baed fioin the terrified savages, who seemed to regard him 
•with superstitious awe and horror. They recoiled before 
him, and crowded tmnultuously toward the fissure. At every 
moment the adyancing hunters stumbled over dead bodies 
— they breathed heavily in the lurid smoke: but with wild 
shouts and discharges of fire-arms rushed upward. 

The black fissure then disgorged before the eyes of iha 
party above, a furious crowd of savages. Their enemiej 
followed, and in an instant the final struggle commenoed 
npon the plateau of the gigantic pionade, which now dhoM 
biightly in the light of day. 
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LXXIL 

THB BOBSEBEB AKV THE HAI/F-BBEED. 

sHE struggle was furiouSj horrible, mortal. 

All the most intense and acrid passiouB, whi<A 
agitate the human soul, were spurred to wild 
and iacredible actiyity, and the com.batants seemed 
to have made up their minds to conquer or die, without 
thought of retreat or flight. 

The enemies were nearly a perfect match. It is true, thai 
the Indians exceeded the hunters in numerical strength, 
but the superiority of the arms used by the latter gave them 
a decided advantage, and more than made up for the in- 
equality of numbers. The area upon which they contended 
— ^the summit of the dizzy' precipice — was Hmited, and thus 
the whites fought under favorable circumstances, for they 
could not easily be surrounded. 

Captain Wagner led the party of hunters: and beside 
ViiTin Palconbridge advanced into the press, dealing such 
blows with his sword that every opponent went down before 
him. The two men seemed possessed with the battle ardoi 
in its fullest extent — that fury of the soul which animates 
the blood of men, as animal ferocity does the blood ol 
beasts, turning the mildest human beings iato wolves and 
tigers. Captain Wagner did not lose his presence of mind, 
however. He led his men with the reckless courage of one 
who commands a forlorn hope; but with the cool general- 
ahip, also, of a veteran campaigner. He advanced, step by 
step, beating down every opponent — delivering his ordan 
\m a load, strident tone^ which rose above tiie i^xroax — aad 
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embracing, even at the instant when he gave his blows, the 
entire field of action at a glance. 

Falcoabridge was beside him — and beside Falconbridge 
was George. The youth was thoroughly aroused. His 
habitual calmness and amiability had completely dis 
appeared. His head was tossed back with fearless pride, 
and in his heaving bosom, his burning eyes, his lips se«i 
close together, might have been seen the evidences of a na- 
ture of immense depth and strength — of dauntless will — oi 
inflexible hardihood and determination. There was no 
longer anything of the boj about him — he was the fuU- 
armed warrior, rejoicing in the deadly contest. His sword 
descended with unerring precision upon the writhing pha- 
lanx of Indian warriors, and he was beside Palconbridge 
wherever he advanced. 

It was ia the midst of this mad struggle, that all at once, 
George heard a woman scream — and this scream he recog- 
nized as issuing from the lips of Cannie. It was so wild 
and piercing, so filled with distress and anguish, that the 
young man's heart turned cold with apprehension. With a 
hurried assurance to Falconbridge that he would return in 
an instant, George threw himself backward, and clearing at 
» single bound, two or three dead bodies, rushed in the 
direction of the spot from which he had heard the cry ol 
distress. 

A few words will explain it. 

Cannie, Mrs. Butterton, and Miss Argal, had been hastilj 
conducted to the rear of a large mass of rock, on the east- 
em edge of the plateau, not far from the curious granilo 
bust, in order to screen them from the baLLs of the savages 
a large portion of whom carried rifles and pistols, procured 
from the dweUings which they had plundered on their 
march. A deft in the rock afforded a favorable hiding- 
place, and in this deft, accordingly, the three women 
crouched, listening with terror, to the noises of the desper- 
ate conflict Beeide them laghtfoot leaned, with folded 
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arms, depressed head, and heaving bosom, againBt tba 
rock A terrible struggle was going on in his breast. AH 
the old instincts of the savage chieftain were aroused with- 
in him, by the din of the combat — ^by the clashing weapons, 
the discharge of fire-arms, the yells and shouts, as the ene- 
mies closed in the mortal contest. His limbs trembled — a 
shudder passed through his frame — and his glowing eyes 
resembled balls of fire. But those eyes were not directed 
toward the place of combat — ^his nervous fingers did not 
ilutch the weapon at his girdle. He could take no part 
against either of the bands, for neither was his foe. He was 
ii Catawba, it is true, but he was also a friend of the whites 
— a Christian; and to terminate any indecision which he 
felt, came the thought that his presence was necessary to 
the safety of Cannie. 

Thus he curbed the wild battle instinct raging in his 
breast — suppressed the tremor which agitated his frame ; 
his feet rooted themselves in their place, and with folded 
arms he awaited the end of the contest. 

The three women were less capable of controlling their 
feelings. They listened with terror to the shouts and dis- 
chiirges. Every rifle shot, to their excited imagiaations, 
ruiig the death-kneU of the person for whom they felt the 
deepest solicitude. Above all, Cannie thought of George, 
and the peril in which he must be, with blanched cheeks, 
and eyes full of wild anguish. She saw him pale and bleed- 
ing, beneath the trampling feet — ^her imagination conjured 
%p, for itself, a horrible spectacle — and unable longer to 
bear the terrible suspense, she rose to her feet, passed 
hastily by Lightfoot, and going to the edge of the rock, 
looked toward the combatants. 

As she reached the point, she suddenly recoiled with that 
cry of terror which George had heard and obeyed. 

An Indian, with a hideous scowl upon his features, met 
her face to face, and raised above her head a long, glitter* 
aig knife, which descended like a flash of lightning towud 
ber bosom. 
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But the -weapon did not bury itself in her heart. It 
found another sheath. Lightfoot had seen her peril — ^hia 
face flushed crimson — and ai-riving at the spot, -with a sin- 
gle bound, he had thrown himself between -the girl and the 
descending knife. 

It entered his bosom, and buried itself to the yery hilt 

The savage recognized his brother warrior, and chief, too 
late, and uttering a howl of terror at his action, disap- 
peared in the direction of the main contest, at the mometit 
when George reached the side of the girL 

Cannie had thrown her arms -wildly around the young 
Indian, vainly endeavoring to sustain him from falling. 
Her strength was unequal to the task, however; Lightfoot 
tottered faintly, raised his eyes to heaven, and extending 
his arms, fell backward, dragging the girl -with him, to the 
earth. 

George hastened to their assistance, but he had come too 
late. The weapon had evidently inflicted a mortal wound. 
Almost fainting at the a-wful sight, at the pale, calm face, 
and half-dosed eyes of the dying man, Cannie supported 
his form in her arms, and looked up at George -with an ex- 
pression in her eyes which haunted him to the day of his 
death. There was in it such a depth of anguish, a tender- 
aess so profound and passionate, that the young man felt 
bis cheeks flush in unison -with the girl's emotion, and liis 
pulses throb. 

Cannie spoke to the dying man in quick, hurried tones, 
which were scarcely recognizable. She bedewed his fore- 
head -with her tears — ^besought him to speak to her — and 
Deed every means to arouse him, and recall him to eon- 
scioaeness. Miss Argal and Mrs. Butterton hastened to her 

assistance and all three of them chafed his brow and 

hands. It was of no avail — the young Indian exhibited no 
sig-ns of hfe beyond a faiat movement of the chest — and 
QeoTge flaw, with inexpressible anguish, that his friend waa 
dying. As he gazed at the serene face, drooping languidly 
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toward the bare shoulder, at the eyes veiled by their long 
black lashes, at the slowly heaving bosom, which, at every 
pulsation, forced a few drops of the Indian's life-blood 
through the wound, the young man's throat seemed to 
choke with tears, and a groan issued from his lips. 

But it was no time to indulge in regrets. The combat ia 
which his friends were engaged, began to roar more furi- 
ously than before. The cries of his companions recalled 
him to the contest; and at the moment when he roused 
himself to a consciousness of his duty, these shouts were 
redoubled, and replied to from the slope, by which the peak 
was reached. 

A quick glance in the direction of these latter cries, re- 
vealed their origin. At the distance of a quarter of a mile 
Lord Fairfax, who had found the trail of the hunters, was 
seen sweeping onward toward the pinnacle, followed by 
twenty mounted men, who plunged their spurs into their 
foaming animals, and rushed frpward, to the relief of their 
friends. The sight banished completely the softer emotion 
which George had experienced. His face flushed again with 
the animal instinct of war — and hastily stooping, he raised 
the languid body of Lightfoot in his arms, and bore it to 
the cleft in the rock, where the women could minister to 
him, if he revived, without danger from the bullets of the 
enemy. 

He then bade them, in hurried accents, keep close within 
their place of concealment; and in the midst of a hundred 
frantic shouts, hastened back to the scene of contest. 

The Indians, in his absence, had been slowly driven back, 
step by step, and were beginning to revolve the propriety 
of flight, when they heard the cries of the party coming up 
the mountain. At the same moment another incident took 
place, which completed their despair, depriving them of all 
"heart of hope." 

Captain Wagner, as we have said, plunged, at the head ol 
Ids men into the very centre of the sav^es, and with hia 
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■abre, of iramense -weight and length of blade, hewed dofrn 
every opponent who stood in his path. Breathing hoaisely, 
dealing gigantic blows with a ferocity now thoroughly 
aroused, pjid shaking from him, so to speak, as a bear shake* 
off the dogs, the most powerful warriors who assailed him, 
he had left behind him a long train of dead or dying, who 
had bit the dust beneath his arm. He was destined, how- 
ever, to find a foeman worthy of his steeL This was the 
powerful HaJf-breed, who had hitherto fought in another 
part of the press, but who now advanced toward the sol- 
dier, uplifting, with both hands, a huge axe, which he had 
seized from a pile of stolen utensils in the cavern. 

The countenance of the Half-breed resembled, at this 
moment, the mask of a fiend, or rather the veritable pi \jai- 
ognomy of a demon incarnate, let loose upon the material 
earth. His eyes were blood-shot, and burned with a lurid 
lustre, suggestive of blood and death. His hideous mouth 
was distorted iato a sneer, which rendered it a thousand 
times more repulsive ; on his broad chest, and enormous 
ara.i3, the muscles stood out like knots, or excrescences. 

He advanced straight upon Captain Wagner, and aimed 
a terrible blow at his head — a blow which would have felled 
the most powerful ox. The soldier parried it with hia 
Bword, but the result was unhappy for him. The sabre 
yielded to the immense stroke, and snapped withia six 
inches of the hilt. 

The Half-breed uttered a howl of triumph, and throwing 
his chest backward, whirled the axe with both hands, and all 
his strength, above his head, delivering the blow with the 
faU swing of the deadly weapon. 

But he had met an enemy as wary and self-possessed as 
himself. The axe did not descend. With a bound of as- 
tonishing rapidity, Wagner leaped upon the Half-breed, and 
seized him by the wrist and throat. The axe was no longer 
of any use to him— the grasp upon his throat required the 
nfle of his hands— with another howl, more furious than the 
former, the savage dropped the weapon and dutohed hii 
anemy'in a terrible and dsifdlT niobuoe. 
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Then coaunenced a struggle awful for its ferocity and th6 
mortal determination of the combatants. It was a contest foi 
life or death, and each felt that the resultmust be doubtful 
Both were men of immense physical strength — ^both aroused 
to the last fury of passionate hatred; neither gained, at first* 
any advantage. The superior stature of Captain Wagner 
countedin his favor; but the deformed Half-breed had trained 
his huge muscles, by constant exercise, until they were as hard 
and elastic as steel; and this more than balanced his want of 
height. He wrapped himself around the frame of the Bor- 
derer like a deadly boa-constrictor, tightening the grsssp of 
his crooked arms and legs, and striving, it seemed, to omsh 
the breastbone of his adversary. 

Thus locked in a deadly embrace, the enemies made gi- 
gantic efforts to terminate the struggle. The Half-breed 
had no arms — having discharged his pistols, and dropped 
his knife and tomahawk in the melee. The Borderer had a 
knife, but it was tangled in his belt, and he could not draw 
it, untn his foe was prostrate beneath him, and his own 
arms free from the paralyzing pressure. They staggered 
from side to side, stumbling and nearly falling over the 
dead bodias; vmthing like wild animals, and uttering hoarse 
growls; exerting their great strength to an extent almost 
supernatural in the breast to breast contest for Hfe. 

Then a new and more terrible feature was added to the 
struggle. Step by step they had detached themselves from 
the rest of the combatants, and now they found themselves 
rapidly approaching the ledge of rock which ran around the 
brink of the precipice. The Borderer's back was turned to 
it, and he was not aware of his peril until it was almost too 
late to guard against it. He heard, at the instant, a sort of 
hissing growl, and a sudden and diabolical grin distorted 
the face of the Half-breed. Breathing heavily, and gnash- 
ing his boar-like tusks, he forced his enemy toward the 
dizEj precipice, and suddenly, as they reached the veij 
rerge, buried his sharp teeth in the Borderer's throat. 
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Wagner uttered a hoarse cry, and staggered back. Tha 
dog-lite bite, deep into his throat, had taken him unawares, 
and nearly paralyzed him. His head grew dizzy, his right 
hand released its hold upon the Half -breed: clinging Uke a 
tiger, to the Borderer's throat, the mahgnant savage pushed 
him, inch by inch, to the verge. 

A glance behind him showed the soldier his awful periL 
He saw the sheer descent of five himdred feet beneath him, 
the plateau at its foot, a bed of shattered rocks: and upon 
that plateau, his mangled corpse would be lying in three 
seconds, unless he could disengage the hideous monster's 
teeth from his throat. 

Hia brain reeled. A shudder passed through his frame — 
and a sort of chill invaded his breast. The heart of 'this 
man, who had braved a thousand perils, who had led his 
men into the bloodiest gulfs of battle, who had set his life, 
a hundred times, upon the hazard of the die, without giving 
BO much as a thought to the event — the heart of this stal- 
wart soldier, who had never felt fear in the midst of any 
danger, now recoiled and died vrithin him at this horrible 
thought — at the idea of death in a shape so hideoub and 
revolting. 

He summoned all his remaining strength, and made a 
effort to hurl from him the monster, whose fangs were 
buried in his bleeding throat. The effort was vain. The 
jagged teeth clung closer still — their grip was firmer, and 
they gnawed at the quivering flesh with hound-like ferocity. 
The Borderer uttered a stifled cry, and let fall his other 
arm with which he had endeavored to repel his enemy. 
The' act preserved him. The Half-breed had forced Lis 
opponent to the very brink, and was about to hui-1 him 
aver when he felt a blade, keen and mortal in its stroke, 
enter his breast. The Borderer's hand had faUen upon the 
knife in his belt-he had drawn it and struck. The mon- 
ster's hold relaxed, the teeth clutched at his enemy's throat 
with 8 last despairing effortr-and uttering a hoaise growl, 
be andeavored to drag the Borderer with him in his falL 
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Captain Wagner had just strength enough to reeova 
himself. His body oscillated, as it were, upon the brink; 
and he staggered back, as the hideous form of the Half- 
breed disappeared like a mass hurled from some war-like 
engine in the yawning chasm, where it was dashed to pieces 
upon the rocks. 

As the Borderer turned from the terrible contest, wiping 
his streaming brows, and breathing heavily, he saw the In- 
dians give way. Then, all at once, vdth loud shouts and 
the discharge of pistols and carbines, the party, headed by 
Lord Fairfax, bore down upon them, and completed the 
rout: — the remnant of the band disappeared in the forest, 
with howls of hatred and despair. 

At the same moment the sun rose above the eastern 
saoimtain, and poured his tranquil light upcn the spaotMi^ 
^ Msrcd .azsd daatJs, 
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LXXITL 

THE YOXma BTOIAD. 

JT the mouth of the cleft in the rock, where the 
women had couceaJed themsfl^es, Cannie holds 
upon her breast the head of Lightfoot, who is 
dying. 

The young chief exhibits no evidences of suffering — no 
iear of hie impending fate. TTifi countenance is calm and 
antroubled; his eyes are filled with a serene, happy light; 
(he courage of his race and iis new-found faith, have come 
to nerve him for the journey through the vale of shadows. 

As he looks up into the face of the young girl, who gazes 
ftt him with inexpressible anguish and compassion, a faini 
smile wanders over his countenancej and a sigh escaping 
from the parted Ups, seems to indicate deep happiness. 

" The Dove of the Moimtain is luvhurt," he murmnrs ; 
' the head of the son of War Eagle rests upon her heart ! 
Has the day davnied, Mountain Dove, and is the combat 
ovei ? Have the children of the Catawbas gone away ?" 
" Tes," raurmured Cannie with a sob. 
The India-Ts caught the almost imperceptible sound, and 
said : 

" "Why do yon cry ? Is your heart sad for me ? Do not 
cry for me —I am not unhappy — oh, no, not unhappy !" 

" Tou are dying, Lightfoot," returned the girl, suppress- 
ing, bv a ^,'i. Jent effort, a rush of tears. 

"Dying? Tes, that is true, little Dove," he said; "but is 
that anything ttt grieve at ? The world is very dark and 
Bad and I go from it to another land where there is never 
anv darkness. You gave me thia hope and happ7Jiess, for 
rou taught me what to beheve, and what my duty was. 
Without you, I should never have been anything but an 
Indian warrior— I am dying, but I am happy." 
17 
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"And for me I oh, you are dying for me !" exclaimed th» 
girl, nearly beside herself with anguish; ' you gave your 
life to protect me from that blow. Would I had died be- 
fore you — ^in your place, Lightfoot — dear, dear Lightfoot; 
my heart is breaking as I think" 

She stopped, nearly suffocated by emotion, and crying 
bitterly. 

"Do not weep!" said the Indian, earnestly, with glowing 
cheeks; "you wound me ! I thank the Master that he per- 
mitted the poor Indian to save the little friend who gave 
him the great hope of another land 1 See the sun! there 
he rises ! Before he rests in the mountains the son of War 
Eagle wiU be smiUng as he stands in the preofinn" -^f thfl 
Master of Life!" 

As he spoke, a slight convulsion passed over his frame, 
and his eyes began to grow dreamy and absent. The girl 
saw, through her tears, with a sudden chiU at the heart, 
that his mind had commenced to wander, as the spirit does 
when it approaches death. 

" Oh, yes !" she exclaimed, " you wOl stand in the pres- 
ence of God, and he will snule upon you, for you are pure 
and good— oh, so good and kind, dear, dear Lightfoot! 
You tire dying because you protected a poor child, and the 
Saviour will receive and bless you!" 

"Ah!" murmured the Indian, his head slightly droop- 
ing, " was that my father's whisper ? Does War Eagle tali 
from the happy hunting-grounds to his child ? I wiU go to 
meet him !" 

And the young chief attempted to rise, but feU back 
faintly. 

" No, no !" cried the girl in a low, frightened tone, and 
trembling, "do not try to rise — lean on me — ^you are dy- 
ing, Lightfoot I" 

The words arrested his failing attention, and he looked 
op into her eyes with a sad smile. 

"Dying?" he said faintly; "do you say that the boh ai 
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War Eagle is dying? Yes — now I see, I remember! Th« 
knife ! Tou are the Mountain Dove, are you not, little one? 
I loved you — did I not try to save you ? I thought — bat 
that shadow! Why does it creep so slowly, slowly? And 
the wiad ! Is it the wind or the voices of other years in 
the forest where I reamed as a chief of the Catawbas ? It 
is a brave, great tribe — the son of War Esjgle is a chief 1 
There, the wind again — and it blows from the mountain 
where the old man lives with the maiden. Is that a rose in 
your hair, little Dove, and who is wandering with you ? A 
youth of the palefaces! He is a noble-looking boy, but he 
can never love you as the poor Indian loved you. You are 
more to him than the skies and rivers, than the prairie and 
the forest — you are his Ufe; without you he would die !" 

A glow came to the face, upon which the pallor of death 
was slowly settling. By a last effort, he raised his drooping 
head, with a parting gleam in the joyful eyes, and it fell 
back upon her shoulders with the face turned upward to the 
sky. 

"It was not the wind!" he murmured, close to her ear; 
" it is my father, who is whispering to his child, and blesses 
me as I go. Do you hear — 'My son dies well!" Yes, the 
son of War Eagle, the child of the Catawbas dies well, since 
he dies for the little Dove. Farewell, I am going to the 
jlaster! — ^the sun, how it shines ! — how the Master smiles 1" 

And the voice died away. With a bright light on bia 
face, the young chief fell back into the arms of Cannie, and 
expired upon her bosom. 

At the distance of ten paces, and not far from the stranfo 
granite bust, Lord Fairfax held, in the same manner, up m 
his breast, the hea^ of Falconbridge, who was dying in Ida 

arms. 

Within five yards of the young man lay the body of Bet- 
tha Argal— beautiful in death as in life. 
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THE TOTTN& OAVALIEB. 




^H-E young girl who has played so ■woeful a p«rt 
in our drama — who, under the influence of 
some Fatality, it would seem, had wrecked in 
their freshest bloom the hopes and happiness ol 
a noble heart — this chUd of error and unhappy weakness, 
had blotted out the record of her fault, by one supreme and 
aU-embracing act of courage and devotion. 

She had sacrificed her life in the vain attempt to pre- 
serve that of her lover. 

It was at the moment- TV:fn Lord Fairfax was ascending 
the slope, when CaptaijE "-fagner was struggling with the 
Half-breed, that Falconbsnige, finding himself nearly sur- 
roimded by a number of the savages, retreated, fighting 
desperately, toward a rock, against which he designed to 
place his back. 

The tide of conflict had rolled in another direction, and 
borne George and his companions from his side; he wa« 
thus left alone to oppose his enemies. 

Thus contending with aU the desperatiLFn of a knight ol 
the Middle Ag#e surrounded by a cloud of Saracens, Fa,l- 
sonbridge retreated, step by step, toward the rock which 
we have mentioned — on the opposite side of which was the 
oleft in which Miss Argal and the two others were con- 
oealed 

Cannie and Mrs. Butterton were bending over Lightfoot, 
and did not hear the clash of Faloonbridge's weapon, as he 
parried the blows aimed at hiu. But Miss ArgaJ heard it 
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"-and something in her heart told her that the man whom 
■he loved was in danger. 

With the impulsive and daring girl, to determine was to 
act. She hastily Iftft the hiding-place, and passing round 
the rock, found herself in the midst of the Indians. 

She did not look at them. Her burning eyes were fixed 
upon the youth, who contended single-handed against hia 
adversaries. At the same instant she saw the Indians draw 
back, as by a concerted movement — one of them, who waa 
behind, levelled his rifle at the breast of Falconbridge — and 
fire leaped from the muzzle. 

The ball which was intended for the young man, entered 
♦ihe bosom of Miss ArgaL With the activity of a tigress 
whose young is threatened, the girl had bounded forward, 
and thrown one arm round his neck, protecting his body 
with her own. 

He heard the dischargti — the young girl's wild cry of 
anguish; he felt her form weigh heavily upon his breast. 
An awful horror for a moment made his heart ice — ^but 
then the blood rushed back like a torrent of raging fire. 
With the hoarse cry of a lion lashed to fury, he deposited 
the form of the girl upon the ground, and throwing himself 
with insane rage upon the crowd of savages, plunged his 
Bword right and left into every breast which opposed him. 
His mad passion was so frightful and deadly, his face so 
terrible in its menace, that the bravest of the savages re- 
coiled before him with superstitious dread. 

But the unseen Euler of the world had decreed that all 
the courage, all the strength, all the immense passion of 
Falconbridge should avail him nothing; his last hour ap- 
proached- In tis headlong advance, his foot slipped in 
blood; he fell upon one knee, and his sword striking against 
the rocks, was broken close to the hUt. As he essayed to 
rise one of the savages levelled his pistol, and the ball en- 
tered his breast. 
■V^ith a last look toward the sky, Falconbridge, lika 
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Lightfoot, fell backward, the blood welling from the Troosdi 
aad staining his white ruffles with crimson. 

The Indians had begun to waver already, as they saw the 
advance of Lord Fairfax ; the form of the Half-breed had 
disappeared in the gulf beneath ; as Falconbridge fell, they 
hastily retreated, and finally disappeared down the slope 
beneath the boughs of the evergreens. 

When Lord Fairfax leaped from his horse, the first object 
which greeted his gaze, was the body of Falconbridge. He 
seized it in his arms with a hoarse cry, and at the pressure 
of the father's heart to the son's, the young man opened his 
eyes and gazed about him faintly. 

" My son I my child !" cried the Earl, with inexpressible 
anguish; "my boy, speak to me I Where are you wound- 
ed ? Oh I in the bosorc bsre I" 

And with trembling, bai rapid hands, the Earl tore open 
the young man's waistcoaa and shirt. Pushing hastUy aside 
a small gold locket which hung from Falconbridge's neck 
by a fine steel chain, he searched for the wound. He did 
not search long ; turning suddenly pale, the Earl seemed 
about to faint. 

Immediately over the heart, a circular spot of blood indi- 
cated the place where the baU had entered. 

He saw that aU was over. His knowledge of gfunshot 
wounds told him this one was mortal — and turning away 
his head, the stem old nobleman uttered a sob which tore 
its way from his inmost heart, like a cry of agony and des- 
pair. 

" Yes, yes 1" said a panting and broken voice at his el- 
bow, "yes, friend, you are right; you are not deceived; he's 
as good as gone from this earth ! Falconbridge ! Falcon- 
bridge 1 look at me once more, comrade ! It is Wagner that 
Bpeaks to you 1" 

And the rude Borderer, who had hastened with giant 
strides to the spot, threw himself upon his knees at the 
nde of the young man, and inclosed his pale hand in • 
grasp of iron. 
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"Look at me, comrade!" growled the Captain, in hoarse 
•ad tragic accents, "you see me, don't you? Come, open 
your eyes I I'm Wagner, the old bear that loved you, and 
here's George, who's got hold of your other hand. Don't 
be talking, for your wound is sure to bleed, only look up, 
companion! Black day! miserable hourl" groaned the 
speaker despairingly; "a bullet has done for him — aJl's 
over with the boy 1" 

Ab he spoke, the young man slowly opened his eyes, and 
looked round with a dreamy glance, at the faces beside 
him. 

" Companion !" he muttered, as his glance fell on Wagner 
" is she saved ?" 

"There, stop talldngl" cried the soldier, with a glow 
it his cheeks, " stop that talking, I say." 

" Ah I comrade, you are there," he murmured, " and she 
— she is — gone ! I remember !" 

As he uttered these words, -which were almost inaudiblej 
the cheeks of Falconbridge flushed, and then turned white 
again: a convulsion passed over his frame, and made the 
hot blood gush from his bosom. With a faint attempt to 
rise, he fell back with a low cry into the arms of Lord Fair- 
fax, whose strength seemed about to desert him. 

" Rouse 1 rouse! my child!" he exclaimed in an agony of 
despair; "do not die without looking at your father— it will 

kill me!" 

And the grim Earl strained the fainting and languid 
form to his tieast so wildly, that it seemed to infn»e a por- 
tion of his own life into Falconbridge. 

He slowly opened his eyes. His glance fell upon the face 
of George, which was bathed in tears. The boy held his 
white cold hand, and kneeling, pressed it to his throbbing 
heart The wandering eye of Falconbridge arrested itself 
ifl it fell upon the agitated countenance— his lips moved, 
ifcd he endeavored, vainly, to speak. 

"Bond your ear to his Ups, George," groaned Wagn«r, 
"Wb gmoe, and has «ot somi^hing to say." 
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George qnickly obeyed, and placed lus ear to tlie iiobIIi 
of Falconbridge. 

"I am dying," was the low murmtir; "I am going — to 
leave you, George I I always loved you — dear companion — 
as I know that yon loved me ! You will do me a last favor," 
he said, raising his hand feebly to the locket on his breast; 
" see that I am buried on the mountain yonder — ^by the pins 
which — we looked at on that autumn day — and buiy her be- 
side me I — this locket — it contains a woman's hair — ^her hair 
— don't let them remove it from my bosom, George !" 

"Oh, nol I swear it! I wiU protect it with my lifel'" 
exclaimed the weeping youth. 

"And now, fareweUl" murmured Falconbridge, a sor- 
rowful smile passing over his pale face; "I am dying — am J 
not?" 

" It won't be long 1' muttered Captain Wagner his fiery 
eyes moistened with tears; "five minutes I give him 1 — mis- 
erable day I Oh, why did he ever come on the trail I Fal- 
conbridge I Falconbridge ! look here, comrade ! Look a1 
Wagner, who's crying like a baby at your knees!" 

The young man heard the appeal of the Borderer, and 
turned his eyes upon his face. 

" Friend ! — ^true and tried !" he murmured, faintly, " we 
most part I Remember me — when I am gone !" 

"Remember youl Until my grave is dug. III love and 
think of you, my boy, and cherish you! My heart is bleed- 
ing, look you 1 — my poor old heart !" 
He stopped, overcome by emotion. 

The face of Falconbridge grew soft and serene: then a 
■light color came to the pale cheeks; and by a great effort 
he turned his eyes in the direction of Miss Argal's body, and 
fointly stretched out his hands. 

"He wants to have her by him when he goes!" groaned 
the Borderer; " he s faithful to the death !" 

And the soldier rose quickly, and going to the spot whert 
Hie pale^ oold form of the young lady lay, took it in hit 
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**»>, Kba btoaght it to the side of Falconbridg x l%a ^cmm 
*f the Borders: was white, and his frame shudd'^red, <W3 h« 
tkas held close to his breast the bedy ef the wotoAii 'n'hoBt 
ke had seea so often, smiling and beautiftd in life. Dat b« 
did not falter — ^he deposited the inanimate figure at th« 
side of the yeath. 

As the eyea of the dying man fell upon the pale featnrea 
the exquisite face, as of one who was sleeping tranqtiilly 
•fid h^pily, his lip quivered, and a tremor agitated him, 
Miaking the blood well, in a muison stream, from tha 
wound in his bosom. 

" She is gone before mel" he murmured in a whisper; " ia 
the day about to waxie, companion? — this darkness I 'Tis 
m grand, beautiful world — with its flowers and sunshine I — 
bat — another land ! — see how it shines above me as I go !" 

These words were his last. With a final movement, 
which ezhauated all his strength, he bent toward the dead 
•«dy of the young lady, and eacirdins it nith hit uiaji, dis^ 
mtit his kaad upon her hr>m^ 
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GHAPTEE LXXV. 

TBE DAUGHTEB OF THE CTASI. 

flTH the death of him who has illBB<a:«ted am 
poor pages more than all his co-mates, the chroai- 
cle might fitly terminate. 

Falconbridge once dead, his figure removed, hii 
•jes no longer dwelling upon the prairie, the mountain, and 
the river, — ^both the scene and the actors appear dreary and 
sad: the life of the drama >Las departed. 

But we linger for a brief space before bidding the readw 
farewell The vortex which drew into its bloody depths so 
many forms, did not spare, iu its final effect, aiit/ther being. 

Jb.6 bodies of the whites and savages, who had been slain, 
wete buried; and the hunters, at the head of whom rod* 
tile Earl and Captain Wagner, returned townMrd Greeaway 
Court 

Scarcely a word was uttered by the two leaders upon th« 
march. They scarcely turned their heads, for, in a litter of 
boughs behind them, were borne the dead bodies of Bertha 
Argal, and Falconbridge. 

Then a procession of hunters, bearing a litter upon their 
aboulders, ascended the mountain, and the young man and 
the girJ ^«re laid at the foot of the great pine which he had 
looked at that day,— beneath whose shadow he had wished 
to be buried. The cavakade returned to the lowland agaia 
— ffllent and sorrowful; all were thinking of the youth atx* 
maiden who were sleeping their last sleep. 

One murmur, alone, was mingled with the hoof-strolces of 
ttie horses. The leader of the troop, with while, odd U|i^ 
Vli^iered straageljr-. 
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"ItiB-vreUI" 

Then, many days afterward, tlie silencs of 'li© motmtBia 
fastness -was broken by the noise of a horseman ascending 
the -winding road to the dwelling, which we have visitdd 
more than once. 

This horseman is George. He is going to see Cannifc 
and his face is very pale: — ^for the child is lying dangerously 
BL 

The exposure upon the march with the Indians had ag- 
fxaTated, terribly, her tendency to disease of the lungs; and 
■con after her return, she had been seized with an acute at- 
kadc A physician had been hastily sent for from the settlo- 
ment east of the Blue Eidge; but after an examination of 
the condition of the sufferer, he had shaken his head, and 
twmed away hopelessly. 

The disease had invaded the vital organs, and the death 
of the child was only a question of time. 

She lingered untU the cold, sad winter had passed away, 
tm the violets of spring were blooming in the grass, till 
the birds were carolling in the mild blue sky, which drooped 
like a caaiopy above the headlands and rivers, and the 
prairie glittering with a million flowers. 

Then the life of the little sufferer waned rapidly. 

George was ever beside her — controUing the sobs which 
tried to force their way from his Ups — and smiling upon 
her hopefully and sweetly. 

She knew how much he had loved her now — she knew 
that this love had increased until it eame to be a portion of 
his life. She would often take his hand, and with smiles of 
deep teudemass, and swimming eyes, thank the boy for hit 
kindness and goodness, through aU the days since he had 
net her, and saved her life. 

And George would laugh and chide her for her serrowfal 
^__fbr her talk about dying, and seeing her "last viokta" 

^^QH liis feelings woBld overcome him, and thnxwing hioH 

— u down en his knees at har 
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to l\e litae white iisi.'ii, and cry- like a ehild^ tmidl he wai 
exhiL Mated. 

Beside her, cLxj and nigLt, &e old gray- haired maa 
watched her ever/ moTement — ike color in her cheeks — th« 
quick, short breaths — the brows knit at tiiaes with sudden 
and acute pain. His life seemed abi^orbed ia bis child; and 
u her strength became weaker .%nd weaker, ^vLs very heart's 
blood seemed to ebb away with her own. 

Thus the winter waned away, and the spring (.a.ae gladly 
— bat it brought no life to Oannie. 

She had clearly drawn near to that mystirioiii world 
which lies beyond the stars, and yet only a step fron. ■S'very 
human being. Lying serenely on the little white couch bo- 
side th» window, she resembled rather a pure white flc k ss 
than a mortal maiden — a snow drop, delicate and fragilt; 
and transient — which the first breath of wiad would blow 
away. 

She would lie thus for hours with the old man's hand ir 
her own, gazing out on the wild landscape of mountaiK anil 
gorge, with a dreamy smile — ^very happy it seemed, in som* 
thought, which came to her; wholly williag to submit to th« 
fats which now awaited her at any instant. 

At last the Lnvisible hand was stretched out. It was t 
beautiful evening of May. The sinking sun threw a fiiuh ct 
crimson light on the opposite mountain — on the lofty puic'4 
— and far down on the gliding waters of the Shenandoah, 
the "Daughter of the Stars," which murmured and die<lk 
away, as the soft breeze of evening came and went, beariog 
up from the prairie the delicate odor of flowers. 

" The time has come, dear, for me to leave you," she saia 
laiatly; " don't grieve for me, grandpapa — I shall be happy, 
■ad I win meet you in heaven." 

He prosaed his lips with sudden agony to her thin whii> 
kaad — ^but tJfte low soft vor^ l^oia begged his net to giiena 
iKhw. 
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As ate spoke, she saw George come at a swift gallop ap 
the monntam, and her cheek flushed gladly. He was soon 
beside her. 

"I thought I never should see you any more," «-he mur- 
mured, smiling; "I am going away from you, George." 

The young man sobbed and feU almost powerless upon 
his knees at the bedside. 

" Oh do not 1 do not speak thus 1" he said j " you will Ht* I 
you will live to be my own 1 oh, you mwsi not die I" 

" God has called me," she answered; " I cannot stay. Re- 
member me, grandpapa, and George, when I am gone— re- 
member little Cannie, who loved you so!— who— will meet 
you where — suffering never comes I" 

She never spoke again. Bending over her couch, they 
caught her last sigh. 

The old man clasped his hands, and slowly raising his 
eyes to heaven, murmured with a low, tenible groan: 

" God take the spirit of my child, and may I follow her!" 
Greorge buried his face in the counterpane, and pressing 
his lips wildly to the pale cold hand, only moaned, 

"When he rose and looked at her with streaming eyes, she 
was smiling upon him, even in death. 

Thus she passed away, like a flower, a lea^ a dream of 
the spring, — and they laid her as she had desired them— by 
the side of Falconbridge. The story of her hfe became 
known to the inhabitants of the region, and it was said that 
a young gentleman from the low country had nearly died of 
grief. Then a song began to float about, set to i Lintive 
music — ^the production it may be of some native bard, of 
some youth, who was touched by the pathetic story, and 
who, personating George, sang his gi-ief and despair. He 
Bang it in these simple and unpoKshed lines, which, handed 
down traditionally, tell of the sweetness paid tendemeas el 
Ibe maiden — the sorrow of her lover: 

•' Down on the Slwwiulnah toving, 
Iiong taaa J Uneand by the nbim% 
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Cftonie by my side, dear and laving- 
Now she is laughing there no more 

Bright as a stmbeam on the mountain: 

Fail as the lily by her side, 
Fresh as the water in the fountain, 
Was Cannie, my young Virginia brid* 

" Oh I all the world is sad and dxeaxy 
Nothing brings me sol&ce all the day — 
Daytime and night-time I am weaiy— 
Cannie's forever gone away! 

"Long time I loved her; now a-roaming 
Wide o'er the world cold and poor, 
Ofttimes T think I see hei coming, 
Ofttimes I hear her by the shore I" 

Snch were the homely lines, to which were attached thk 
ehoros, fall of pathos; 

" Oh she was an angel. 
Last year she died, 
Toll the bell, a funeral ksell 
For my young Virginia bride 1" 

The melody was sad and plaintive — ^like the whisper of 
the wind in the moimtain pines — ^the sigh of the autumn 
breeze in the broomstraw at twilight; — ^like the gentle and 
murmurous lapse of the waves, as they glide away beneath 
drooping boughs, or under the bending flowers of tha 
meadows. 

By the side of her cousin, whom she had loved so dearly^ 
near the grave of Falconbridge, the pure and noble, tha 
child thus serenely slumbered. In the -vast wild solitude, 
on the brow of the gi-eat precipice, beneath the outsti-etched 
wrmB of the mighty pine, which bent in the wind, or swayed 
under the feet of the eagle, these children of nature slept in 
peace. 

A few words will terminate our chronido. 



TZS SASTSB OF OREENWAY COUET. i?9 




LXXVL 

THE HEABT Or LOKD FAIKFAX 

JTNCE the events which we have related, imor« 
than thirty years have passed. 

The month of October, 1781, is drawing to ita 
close. 

In a house in Winchester, a man of about eighty, with 
long gray hair, thickly powdersd; a thin, worn countenance, 
bearing the marks of illness ; and an attenuated figure clad 
in a richly embroidered dressing-gown, sits in a large arm- 
chair, supported by pillows, extending his hands from time 
to time toward a cheerful blaze in the wide fireplace. 

At three paces fi-om him, erect, silent, and watchful, stands 
an old servant, with hair as gray as his master's, but a face 
still hale and ruddy in spite of his great age. 

" John," says the invalid, in a thin, weak voice. 

" My lord." 

And the old servant approaches his master. 

" What noise was that, which I heard ? They were shout" 
tag in the street, I thought. Has any intelligence arrived 
from the army? You came in a moment ago, and must 
be informed. What intelligence ? " 

OM John hesitates. Upon his countenance it is easy to 
read an expression of acute pain. 

"Speak!" Lord Fairfax says, in his weak and faltering 
voice. "Lord ComwaUis has not evacuated Torktownl 
It is not possible I" 

« No my lord," is the low reply. 

- -^ijlxaX than T" 
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Johii hesitates again. His master ttims toward him witSi 
querulous energy. 

" Aia I to haTB a reply, or are you dumb ? " he says. 

Old John sighs, and looks at Lord Fairfax with deep 
tfection and sympathy. 

"The news is bad, my lord," he says, "and I would 
^ther not tell it." 

" Bad ? speak ! I am not a baby I Comwallis has not 
•▼acutated Torktown, you say — wLai then ?" 

" Worse than that, my lord." 

Lord Fairfax rose suddenly erect in his chair. 

" Worse ? what do you ra^asiTi ?" 

Old .John groans this tiiftt. 

"I thought to keep the news from you, my lord. But 
jom order me to speak, and I obey your order. My lord, 
Ccrnwallis has surrendered his army." 

"Surrendered!" 

" Yes, my lord !" groans old John. 

"To George Washington?" 

"Yes, my lord." 

Lord Fairfax sinks back, and a groan of inexpressible an- 
guish tears its way from the trembling breast. 

" That boy ! that boy !" he murmurs, " the ehUd whom I 
brought up! The EngHsh dominion in North America 
OTerturned by that curly pate 1" 

A spasm passes over the features of the old earl, as ha 
atters these words. He totters in his chair. Suddenly he 
extends his arms toward the old servant, closes his eyea, 
and murmurs. 

" Take me to bed, John, it is time for me to die I" * 

Bix months afterwards he was dead. 

• Bin wwda 
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LXXVIL 

THE HEAET OF GEOB<JB. 

MONTH after this scene — ^that is to say, in No- 
vember, 1781 — a cavalier coming from the east 
by way of Ashby's gap, forded the Shenandoah, 
and entered the Valley. 
He was a man of about fifty, tall, powerful, as straight as 
an arrow, and with something proud and imposing in his 
appearance and carriage. His eyes were clear and \)ene- 
trating, his lips firm, the poise of the head indicative of 
command. He wore the full dress uniform of a general of 
the American army, and rode an excellent horse, which went 
along gaily beneath his powerful rider, through the Novem- 
ber sunshine. 

Passing to the left of the little village of Millwood, the 
stranger threw a glance toward " Saratoga," the residence 
of General Morgan, which was seen on a hill across the 
woods, on his right; then he contiaued his way, reached 
the town of "White Post, turned to the left at the post, which 
stiU stood in the main street, and pushing on, reached 
Greenway Court, in its great lawn, backed by woods. 

Dismounting in front of the deserted mansion, the stran- 
ger tethered his horse to a bough, pushed open the decayed 
door, and Altered the house. 

All was sdlent and dreary. The rooms were bare and 
iesolatc. The panes of the windows were broken; the spi- 
ders had woven their webs everywhere; and the dust lay 
half an inch deep on the discolored floor. 
IHm stranger gazed aronnd him for a mement. Threw a 
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glance toward the staii-Ciise, as if he thougnt of ascending it, 
out apparently gave up the design, and a moment after- 
wards left the house, going back to his horse. 

He had not uttered a word With a paiiing glance at th» 
mansion, he mounted, aud rod.e in the dircctijn of thji 
Massinutton. 

He crossed the river, and enterfld the gorge, along ths 
bank of Passage Creek, as the sun was declining. 

Piis,hing on, as though he were afipid of being benighted, 
he loiiuwed the narrow and winding ro.ad up the slope of th- 
luouutain, and in half an hour came in front of a smal 
hoQBe, with a gTeat rock at its back. 

A moment afterward, he had dismounted, approached 
the house, aud forced an entrance through the creaking 
door. 

The honse was deserted. Some broken fomitore alont 
indicated Aiat it had once been occupied. The strangM 
looked around him with painful earnestness, and then went 
toward a small apartment, upon one side of the main room, 
his heavy heels armed with huge spurs clashing upon tha 
decayed floor, and arousing a hundred echoes. 

The smaller apartment was bare like the larger, but the 
stranger suddenly stooped and picked up an object from 
the floor. It was a small portion of a woman's or a child's 
ruffle, apparently — such as at that period decorated the up- 
per edge of the bodica An imperceptible tremor passed 
over the stalwart frame of the personage as he gazed at the 
object in his hand; then having satisfied his curiosity ap- 
porei tly, he placed it in his bosom. 

Returning to the front door of the mansion, he cast a flna] 
look around him, taking in at a glance every feature, every 
detail All was ruinous, deserted; the spot had a melan 
oholy air about it — and the stranger slowly remoimted his 
horse, and left it, mattering;: 



" I can Bcareeij realize that it is the some !" 

Instead of returning by the same road, he iireotod hii 
way along a devious bridle-path toward a mighty pine which 
raised its trank against the sky, on the very summit of tha 
mountain, at the point where it sank suddenly into the Tal- 
ley. After great exertion, his horse sturbi^ug fi'equently, 
he reached a spot beyond which it seem^*! Impossiblfi to 
proceed. He solved the difficulty by dismc • iting and ad- 
Tuncing on foot. Even then the ascent was i ^duous. The 
hng'e masses of granite were piled up like a Titar. c pyramid, 
but he finally surmounted all obstacles and reach ^ i\e fooi 
of the great pine. 

It grew in a narrow patch of soil, encircled by vocke*, at 
its foot were three graves, marked by moss-covered slabs of 
marble. 

The stranger stopped to breathe for an instant, and i- 
gl&ace swept the immense horizon of mountain, valley Suid 
river. From his great elevation he looked down upon t, 
YTSst extent of country stretched beneath him like a map 
and tne view wa^ suliliiue in its wild magnificence. 

But the wanderer had evidently come with no intention 
to gaze at the landscape. He dwelt upon it for a momenl 
onlv — then his glance was directed toward the grave-stonas. 

He stooped down, and pushing aside the moss, read th* 
inscription upon the largest of the three. 

The insoription was as follows: 

" Beneath this ftone lies 
"oM'JNn Viscount Fairfax, only fon of Thomas 
Lord Fairfax, of Denton, England 
Oodregt him." 

llie stranger gazed long and sorrowfully upon me words, 
l^eallmg plainly some scenes of the past which the name on 
the stone guggested. His head drooped, and ft deep cagli 

from bis li;-)fl as he murmured: 
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" T«*re liea ihe noblest heart I liave ever knowii — a gie&t^ 
<ue soul full of kindness and honor — ft gentleman of the 
antique days of knighthood. Yes, yes, God rest him I Th* 
Supremo, the All-seeing, the Eewjirder of charity and loTe, 
and faith — ^has He not received to his eternal rest this aoble 
suffering sonl? Who was ever like him? I have met irith 
no other human being so great 1 Falconbridge I Falcon- 
bridge I your death was a glorious one! Yoa died as you 
had lived — a true gentlenmn !" 

The head drooped lower as these almost inaudible wordc 
•scaped from the lips of the stranger. He remained foi 
gome time, gazing at the stone, his shoulders drooping, hia 
breast heaving — ^then drawiag a long breath, he fixed hi* 
ayes apoa the one beside it, wbich bore this inscription oalt 
"To th« •netnory of 

Berth* Argal. 
Beautiful snd unhappy." 
" Tea, yes,'' the stranger mm-mured, " very beaiitifui— ve.?j 
nnhappy — ^poor child of misfortune !" 

And his sad glance wandered toward the third tomb- 
Btene. He seemed almost to dread deciphering it— but sat- 
ing his lips dose, knelt down and read what waf >.wb nijoa 
h» marble. 
UiaBe were the words: 

" Here lies the body of Caxmts, 
the daujfhter of an Engliib 

gentleman : 

Born in England, May the loth, 1733, 

Died in Virginia, May the 9th 1749. 

'And he took thmn, up in his arms, put hi* \a*i» t^sn 9tmn, 

crndblmtadlkem,'" 

'Vh.e stranger riveted his eyes upon this inscription with 
m expression of such anguish that it was plain the stona 
•OTered a great sorrow. Bis broad breast was shaken, hia 
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<a«ir, peupfarating eyes slowly filled with tenn, and km 
^eeks finislied with pasaionate emotion. 

Mastered by a sadden impnlse, he took from hifi pocket a 
pencil, and after the words: 

' ' Here lies the body of Cannix . . ' 

«vote, in addition: 

. ' ' And the heart of Gkoxal, 

Bom in Weftmoreland, Virgini*. 

February 2 2d, 173a: 

Died the fame day and hour, 

Hay 9th, 1749- 

Am VLd stranger finished the addition to the insciiptios 
two tears roUedf down his cheeks, and fell upon the stone 
Bnrying hur fnoe in the long grass growing npon the gravct 
he sobbed, rather than said, in a hoarse and broken Toiee 

■' Farewell youth ! farewell happiness ! farewell dreaaB o* 
«y boyhood ! The earth is dreary since you went »«(»_» 
Fsrafwell until we meet again .'" 
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